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O HISSACRED 
Maieſtie, 


Iſdaine not ( mizhtie Prince ) theſe humble lines, 
Though too meane Muſicke for ſo Noble eares. 
T hos glorious patterne of all good ingines, 


| = Whoſe ſacred brow a two-fold Lamwrell beares, 


To whom Apollo his owne harpe reſignes, 
«And enerlaiting T rophees vertne reares: 
T hou can#t affoerd that which my ſoule affects, 


Let thy perfections ſhaddow my defects. 


CAlthoueh my wit be weake, my vowes are ſtrong, 
Which conſecrate dewoutly to thy name 
£Ay Muſes labours, that ereit be long 
May cait ſome feathers to enpenne thy Fame: 
Wherewith embold'ned, in a ſweeter Song, 
And in more ſtately Lines I may proclaime 
T hy prayſes, nd incitimable worth, 
T hrough all great Britanes coaites ſrom South to North. 


No doubt our warlike Calidonian coaſt 
(Still kept unconque'rd by the heau'ns decree ) 
Expelld the Pictes, repel/a the Danes, did hoa#? 
In ſpite sf all theRomane legions free, 
A's that which was ordain'd(though lons time croft 
In this Herculcan Birth) tobring forth thee. 

Whom many a famous Sceptred Parent brinss 

From an vndaunted Race todo great things. 
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To his ſacred Mateſtie, 
Of this dinided The the nurſlings braue 
Earſt could not from inteitine warres deſiſt, 
Tet did in forraine feelds their names ineraue, 
Whilſt whom th one ſpoild, ſlill th other would afiiſt : 
Thoſe now made one, whilſt ſuch a head they haue, 
What world of worlds were able to reſiſt ? 
T hus hath thy worth (great Tames) conioyn'd them now, 
Whom many a blondie battell could not bow. 


And ſo moſt inſtlic thy renouned deedes 

Do raiſe thy fame aboue the ſtarrie round, 

Which in the world a zlad amazement breedes 

To ſee thy vertues as thy merit cround, 

Whilſt thou (creat Monarck) that in powre exceedes, 

With a 2ood conſcience doth thy ereatnes bound, 
Whereif thou likt to be more great then good, 
T hou might ſoone bnild a Monarchie with blood. 


For this faire world without the world, n3 doubt 
Which N, eptnne ſtronglie guards with liquid vands, 
As apteſt ſo to rule the Realmes about, 
She by her ſelfe as moſt maiestick flands, 
Thence (the worlds miitreſſe) to giue inanement out, 
With full authoritze for other lands, 

Which on the ſeas would gaze attending ſtill, 

By wind-wingd meſſengers their Soueratenes will, 


Th Antartick regions did all realmes ſurpaſſe, 
And were the firſt that reach'd great armies forth, 
Tet Soueratentie that there firjt founded was, 
Still by degrees hath drawne vnto the North 
' To thugreat Climate that it could not paſſe, 
T he fatall period bounding all true worth : 
For it cannot from hence a paſſage fin, 
Within gur circle-mouine floods confind. 
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_ Tohisfacred Maicſtte. 
As waters that a maſſe of earth reitraines, 
If they be ſwelling high begin to went, 
Do raze diſdainefullte oner all the plaines, 
As [corning in ſtritt limits to be pent - 
Euen ſo this maſſe of earth that thus remaines, 
Wall'd in with liquid wanes,if too high bent 
T hat it be forc'd t oreflow the floods, o then 
7 *will wrack the world with a deluge of men. 


T hen ſonce (great Prince) the torrent of thy powre 

May drowne whole nations in a ſcarlet flood, 

On th infidels thine indignation powre, 

And bathe net Chriitian bounds with Chriftian blood : 

T he tirant Ottoman (that would dewonure 

All the redeemed ſoules) may be withſtood, 
While as thy troupes (great Albions Emperonr ) once 
Ds comfort Chriiis afflicted flock that moanes. 


T hy thund ring troupes may take the lately rounds, 
of Conſtantines great towne renoum'd in vaine, 
And barre the bart rous Turks the baptiz/d bounsas, 
Reconquering Godireys conqueſts once againe, 
O well ſpent lahours ! 6 illuftrous wounds | 
Whole triumph foall eternall zlorie gaine, 

And make the Lion to be feard far more, 

T hen ener was the Eagle of befoire. 


But 0 thriſe happie thou that of thy throne, 
T unbounded powre for ſuch an wfe controules, 
Which if ſome might command, to ratgne alone 
of all their life they would be-bleod the ſcroules, 
And to content th ambition but of one, 
Would ſacrifice a thouſand thouſand ſoules, 

Which thou dooſt ſpare, though hauine ſprite and might 

To challenge all the world as thine owne richt. 

Then 


To his facred Maieftie. 
T hen nto whom more tuitly could 1 gine 
T he ruinde cMonarchies of thoſe ereat States, 
T hat did theworld of libertie deprine, 
T orcare tyrannick and eml-conquerd Seates, 
'T hen vnto thee, that may, and will not live 
Like thoſe prowd Monarchs borne to ſlormie Fates: 
But whilſt fr anke-ſprited Prince,thou this wouldſ flee, 
Crownes come vnſought, and Sceptcrs ſeeke to thee. 


Fnto the Ocean of thy worth 1 ſend 
T hoſe runnels riſing from araſh attempt, 
Not that I to augment that depth pretend, 
Which i from all weceſitie exempt, 
T he gods ſmall gifts of Fealous minds commend, 
VF hile Hecatombes are holden in contempt, 
So Sir, 1 offer at your Vertues ſhrime, 
' Thuslittle incenſe, or this [roake of mine. 
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T o the Author of the Monarchicke 
Tra gedJes. 


Ell may the programme of thy Tragick age 
Inuite the curious pompe-expecting cics, 
To gaze on preſent theres of paſſedage, 

2g] Which 1ſt deſert Monarchick dare baptize. 

Crownes throwne from Thrones to tombes, dcromb'd aritc 

To match thy Muſe with a Monarchick theame; 

That whilſt her ſacred ſoaring cuts theskics, 

A vulgar ſubic&t may not wrong the ſame: 

And which giues moſt aduantage to thy fame, 

The worthieſt Monarch that the Sunne can ſee, 

Doth grace thy labours with his glorious Name, 

And daignes Protector of thy birth to be: 

Thus all Monarchick, Patron, ſubiec, ſtile, 


Make thee, the Monarch-tragick of this le, 


Robert Ayton. 


EL SIS LC Lo Tng 


& | 


: 


us 4... <4. 47 


ooo No II oe! 


T he Argu ment. 


'd 


$T that ttme when the ſtates of Greece began to growe 
& great, and Philoſophie to be thought pretions, Solon the 
, Þ [1/1 lob of the Athenian common-wealth like a prom- 
TPdent Bee gathering honnie over many fields, learamg 
m2) bf orowledge oner many commtries, was ſent for by Croeſus 
King of Lidia a4 famoms for his Wealth, as the other was 
for his Wiſedome. And not ſo much for any deſire the King had to profit by 
the experience of ſo proſound a Trile/opher, as to hane tne report of hes 
(ashe thoroht it ) bippmes approoned by the tefl1monie of ſo renonmed a 
witiieſſe. But Solon alwayes like himſelfe entriag the regall Pallace, and 
ſeeing the ſame very gloriouſly apparelled but very mcommodionſlie furnt« 
ſhed with Conrters, more cnrions to haxe their boates deckt with a roma- 
niſhlie aſſetled ſorme of rayment,and ſome ſuperfuctall complements of pre= 
tended curteſies, then to hane their minds enrichea with the true treaſure 
of inefttmable vertue, he had the ſame altogether in diſdame. Therefore 
efter ſome conference had with Croclis concerning the felicitie of man, 
bts opinton not ſeconding the Kings expettation he was returned with con- 
compt as oxe of no vnderstanding. But yet comforted by Actop ( Authour 
of the wutie fables ) who for the time was reſident at Court and in credit 
with the King. 
Immediately after the departure of Solon, Croelus bauing two Sonnes 
(whereof the eldeſt was dumbe, and the other a braue youth) dreamd 
that the yougeft dyed by the wound of a dart wherewith bemngmaruellouſly 
eroubled, he maried 11m to a Gentlewoman named Czxlia, and for farther 
<:[apointing the ſufþefted, though inevitable deftinie, he diſcharged the 
wing of all [uch weapens as he had areamed of. Tet who conld cut away 
: the occaſion from the heauens of accompliſhing that which they had de- 
ſnd. The ſpiritfullyouth being long refiraind from the fields, was inuited 
by ſome countrie-men to the chace of a wild Boare, yet conld very hardlic 
»mpetrate leaue of his lowmng/te ſufpition father. 
Now 1 the meane time there arriued at Sardis a youth named Adra« 
Rus, Sonne to the King of Phrigia,one no Heſſe mfortunate then _w* 
; # 
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The Argument. 
be haumg loſt his miflreſſe by a great «/afler, and haumy khild his brother 


by a farre oreater, came to Croefus , by whom he was courteonſly enter= 
raind. and by the inflangh of the King, and the init:zation of others againſt 
hu owne will, who feared the frowaranes of hts infeftions fortune, he got 
the cuftodie of Atis (/o was the Prince called) whom in time of the ſpot 
thinking to kell the Boare, by a monilrous miſbap he killed. After which 
/ASIro15 ACCLAent flanding aboue the dead corps after the inquirie of the 

truth bemg pardoned by Croelus, he prriſhed himſelfe by a violent death. 
There after, Croeſus ſorrowing exceedingly this exceedmg mrſortimehe 
was comforted by Sandanis, who labowredto d [wade him from his unue« 
ceſſary tourney againſt the Per; ans, yet he repoſing on ſuperhitions, and 
WrOn” mterpreted refpouſes of deceaning ovactes, went "oainſ Cyrus, 
who having defeated his forces in the fietd,and taken hi/elfe inthe Cite, 

tzed him to aſtake to be burned, where by the exclaiming day times 

on the name of Solon, mouing the C oo wa to | compaſſi on, ke 
WA ſet at hbertie, and "of It! 1g the death of 01s Jonne, 
aud the loſe of his King@ome,mates the Cata- 


ſirophe of this preſent Trageaie. 
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The Scene in Sardis 


Actors. 
{r2/us King of Lyaia, Solos. 
Atu his lonne. e£/ope. 
Cala wife to At. Cyrms king of Perfa. 
eAaratlns. Gs Lice to Cyrma. 
Sandants a Counſel Choru: of ſome Countrie-men. 
lour. horgs of all the Lazns, 


THE 


TRAGEDIE 
of Cracſus. 


Ac. TI. 


VOLON, 


2 Oc how thetruſtleſſe world the worldlings toſles, 
223 And leades her louers headlong vnto death, 
ESSSDT hoſe that doe court her nioſt haue manieſt croſſes, 
And yetvaine man, this halte-ſpent ſparke of breath, 
This dying ſubſtance, and this liuing ſhadow, 
The ſport of Fortune, and hefooyk: of Time, 
Who like the glory ofa halte-mow'd meadow 
Doth flouriſh now, and ſtrait falles in his prime, 
Still toyles t'attaine (ſuch is his fooliſh nature) 
A conſtant goodin this inconſtant ill: 
Vnreaſonable reaſonablecreature 
That makes his reaſon ſubie&ro his will. 
Whilſt inthe Stage of Contemplation plac'd 
Of worldly humours I behold the ſtrife, 
Though different ſprites haue diuers partes imbrac'd, 
All act this tranſitorie Scene of Lite: 


Ot curious mindes who.can the fancies fetter, 
B The 
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The Travedie of Creeſus. 

The Soulevnſatisfide, a prey t'cach ſnare, 
Still loathing what it hath, doth dreame of better, 
Which goren, but begets a greater carc. 

And yetall labour tor ratcaine the top 
Of th'valure ſoucraigne bliſle that they ſurmyſe, 
Flowres of Felicitic, that feyv can crop, 
Yea, ſcarce can be diicerned by the wile. 

Some place their happineſle ( vnhappie beaſts, ' 


And I mutt ſay, morelſencelelle then their treaſures) 


In gorgeous garments, and in dainty feaſts, 
To pamp-zr b:eath-tols'd fleth with flying pleaſures, 

Some oreauſterely with a wrinckled brow 
Thattriumph oretheir Paſſions with reſpectes, 
With neither tortune moou'd to brag or bow, 
Would make the world enamour'd of their ſees. 

Soine rawth'd (till with vertucs pureſt ſprings, 
Feede on tii'1d.u ot that divine brood, 

And ſearch the ſecrets of ccleſtiall things 
As molt yndoubred heires of that high good. 

Thus with conceited eafe and certaine paine, 
All ſecke by {euerall waycs a perfect bliſſe: 

Which, O what wonder, it they not obtaine, 
Who cannot well diſcerne whatthing its ! 

What happineflecan be imagtn'd here * 
Though we our hopes with vaine ſurmites cheriſh, 
Who haraly conquerfirſt what wee hold deare, 
Then teare to Joole it {til} that once mult periſh. 

Thinke(though of many thouſands ſcarcely any 
Canat this poynt of Happineſſearriue ) 

Yet 1t it chance , it chanceth not to many, 
Onely to get for what a world did ſtriue. 

And though one {wimin th'Ocean of delights, 

Hauz non2aboue him, and his equals rare, 


Excsloying pleaſant ſounds ; eyes ſtately ſights ; 


The Tragedy of Craſus. 
His treaſures infinite; his buildings faire. 

Yetdoth the world on Fortunes wheele relye, 
Which louc's raduancethe wretched, wracke the great, 
Whole courle reſembles an inconſtant eye, 

Euer in motion compaſiing deceat. 

Then let the greedic of his ſubſtance boaſt, 
Whilſt th'excr2ments of thearth his ſenſes ſmother, 
What hatiz he gayn'd, but what another loſt? 

And why may not his lofſe enrich another ? 

But ah! all looſe, who ſeeke to profite thus, 

And tound their confidence on things that fade, 
We may be rob'd from them, they rob'd from vs, 
Al's grieu'd tor th'one, as forthe other glad. 

Vaine foole, that thinkes ſoliditic to tinde 
In this fraile world, wherefor awhile we range, 
Which like {ca-waues,depending on the winde, 
Ebbes,flows,calms, ſtorms, ſtill moouing,ſtill in change. 

Each ſurge, we ſee, doth driue the firſt away, 
The fome 1s whiteſt, wacrethe Rocke isneare, 

nd as one growes, another doth decay, 

a he greateſt dangers oft do leaſt appcare. 

Their ſceming bliſle that truſt in frothieſhowes, 
In Fortunes danger, burthen'd with the Fates, 
Firſt to a full, then to confu{ton growes, 

A ſecret Deſtinic doth guide great States. 

But I ſcorne Fortune, and was euer trec 

From that dead wealth that wauers in her power, 
I beare my treaſure ſtill about with mee, 
Which neither Time nor Tyrants can deuour. 

Light authour of cuents, and vaine aduentetrs, 
Now do thy worſt, I know how to vndoe thee, 
The way is ſtop'tby whichthy poiſon enters, 
Thoucan harme none but them that truſt vnto thee. 


AndI hauelearn'd to moderate my minde, 
B 2 Contentment 


T he Trazedie of maſs 
Contentment1s the crowne of my deſires: 
My clothes are courſe, my fare ſuch as I finde, 

He hath enough that to110 more aſpires, 

What ſatisfaction doth ouer-flow my ſoule, 
Whileas I weigh the world which few hold taſt, 
Andin my memories vnblotted ſcroule, 

Iudge of the preſent by the time that's paſt? 

The poore-rich hceire of breath that boaſtes of ſmoake, 
And come of duſt, yet of the drofle ſtill thinkes, 
Whilſt baſer paſhons doe his vertues choake, 

The ſoule ouer-ballanc'd with the body ſinkes. 
Yet neede I not toloathe the world and liue, 
As one whom ſtepdame ſhe would nevernouriſh, 
I had apart ofall that the could giue, 
My race,my houſe, by fame and wealth did flouriſh. 

And it that I would vauat of mine owne deedes, 
Faire Cittie, where mine cies firſt ſuckt the light, 

I challenge might what moſt thy glory breedes 

Whoſe labours both enlarg'd thy fame and might. 
When Salama vtterly was loſt, 

And by the raſcall multitude neglected, 

A counterfeited foole, I wentand croſt 

All their deflcignes, whoſe courſes were ſuſpected. 

And when I had by pollicie perſwaded 
My country to embrace the warres againe, 

I both by ſtratagems and ſtrength inuaded 
That famous Ile which vanquitht did remaine. 

Then hauing compals'd that exployt with ſpeede, 
And turn'd in triumph deckt with ſtrangers ſpoyles, 
No perfect blifſe belowe worſe did ſucceeds, 

The peace that was abroade bred ciuill broyles. 
What with more violence doth fury leade, 
Thena raſh multitude that wants a head? 


The meaner ſort could not their minds conforme, 
T'abide 
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The T razeaie of Craſus. 
Tabideat what their betters did commaund: 
Then the weale-publike in a dangerous ſtorme, 
All ioyn'dto place the ruther in my hand. 
I re-vnited that diuided ſtate, 
And manag'd matters with agood ſucceſle, 
Which farther kindled had beene quench'd too late, 
That Hidra-headed tumult to ſupprelle. 

When I had both theſe glorious workes effeted, 
And troad the path of ſou'raignty a ſpace, 

The minion of the people molt reſpected, 
None could be greatſaueſuchasI would grace. 

Thus carried with the force of Fortunes ſ{treame, 

I abſolutely acted what I would, 
For the Democratie was but aname, 
My hand the raines did of the Citty hold. 

I mighta Tyrant ſtill haue gouern'd lo 
But my pure "rs could no ſach thought concelue, 
And that ouerſight yet made me neucr woc, 

If I may rule my felte it's allI craue. 

Yet ſomethat ſeem'd to be more ſubtile-witted, 
Saide my baſe ſprite couldnotaſpire t'a crowne, 
And fooliſh Solon had a fault committed, 

Who would not doethe like in cuery towne. 

My minde in this a more contentment findes, 
Then if a Diademeadorn'd my brow, 

I chaind th'affe&ionsof vndaunted mindes, 
And made them ciuil that were wilde till now. 

I hardly could rich Citizens entile, 
Teembracethe ſtatutes thatmy Lawes contain'd, 
What oneapproou'd another did deſpilc, 

Some lou'd, fome loath'd, eu'n as they thought they gain'd, 

Atlaſt atleaſt in ſhew, all reſt content, 

Eu'n thoſe that hate me moſt lend theirapplauſe, 
A worthy minde needes neuer to repent 
B 3 Thaue 
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The T rageate of Craſus. 
'Thaue ſuffered crofles tor an honeſtcauſle. 
[ traucl[ now with a contented thought, 
The memoric of this my fancie feedes, 
When all their Empircs thall be turn'd to nought, 
Time cannot make a prey of Vertues deedes. 
Where ſeuen-mouth'd Nz/ from a concealed fource 
Inunding ore the ficldes,no banckes can binde, 
T {aw their wonders,heard their wile diſcourſe, 
Rare ſftghts enrich'd mine eyes, rare lights my minde. 
And if it were butthis, yet this delites, 
Behold, how Creſzs here the Liazan King, 
To bc his gueſt vs carneſtly inuttes, 
The whichto ſome would great contentment bring. 
ButT difdaine that world-bewitched man, _ 
Who makes his gold his God, the earth hus heauen, 
: Yet I will try by all the mcanesT can 
| To make his iudgement with his fortunecaucn. 


CHORY 8. 


What can confine mans wandrine thouzht, 
Or ſatisfie his fancies all ? 
Ts ought ; fo great, but it ſeemes ſmall 
T o that tos'd ſpirit, which ſtill afflought 
Doth dreame of things were newer wroneht, 
And would gripe more then it can hold: 
T h:s ſca-inurron'd centerd ball © 
Is riot a bound unto that minte ; 
T hat minde, which big with mon&ters, 
» | T he rieht deliuerie never confers, 
And ſeeking here a ſo!1de eaſe to finde, 
Would but inelt mountaines and imbrace the winde. 


What 
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The T ravedie of Crafics. 
What wonder, though the foule of man, 
A (parke of heau'n,that ſhines below, 
Doth labour by all meanes it can, 
It felfe like to it ſclfe to ſhow, 
T his heau'nly eſſence, heauen would know, 
But married with thi; maſſe we ſee, 
With payne they ſpend lines little ſpan, 
T he better part would be abone, 
The earth from th'earth cannot remone, 
How can two contrair's well agrec? 
T his 4s the beit or worit part doth prewatle, 
Man s of much, or els of noauatle. 


O from what ſource can this proceede, 
T*hane humours.of ſo many kindes, 
Each brayne doth diners fancies breedt, 
Al's many men, als many mindes, 
And in the werld, a man ſcarce findes 
Another of his humour rieht, 
T here are not two ſo like indeede, 
If we remarke their ſenerall graces 
And lineaments of both ther faces, 
T hat can abide the proofe of fight: 
Tf the outward formes then differ as they do, 
Of force th affections mutt be different to. 


Ah ! Paſrons ſpoile our better part, 
T he Soale is vext with their diſientions; 
We make a God of our owne hart, 
And worſhip all our vayne inuentions. 
T his brain-bred mitte of apprehenſions, 
T he mind doth with confuſion fill, 
Whilſt reaſon in exile doth ſmart, 
And few are free from tha infection, 
Fes 
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The T ragedie of Creſus. 
For all are ſlaues to ſome affettion, 
Which doth extorſe the ſenſes ſtill. 
T heſe partiall tirants rage the ſight ouerſylcs, 
And doth eclipſe the cleercfl iudgement whytes. 


A thouſand times oha p1e he, 

ho doth hu paſſions ſo ſubdew, 

T vat he may with cleere reaſons eye, 
T heir imperfections fountaimes view, 
And as it were himſelfe renew. 

If that one might preſcribe them lawes, 
And ſet his ſoule from bondage free, 
From reaſoa neucr for to ſwerue, 

Ana make his paſſ10ns hmm to ſerue, 
And be but moou'd as he had cauſe : 
0 zreatey were that monarch of the minde, 
T hen if he mizht commannd from Thule to Inde. 


LAG. I1. Sew. T1. 
Cronsvys. As07 8, COLON, 


Cre. 


: ST Ho cuerwas lo fauourd by the Fates, 
2 AA As could like vs of full contentment boaſt, 
CMNY! Lou'd of mine owne, and feard of forraine 
| = Iknow not whatit is forto be croſt. (ſtates, 
No thwarting chance my good hap doth importune, 
In all attempts my ſucceſſe hath been ſuch, 
Thedarling of heauen, the minion of fortune, 
I wotnot what to wiſh Ihaue ſo much. 
Mine eyes did neuer yet diſmay my hart 
With no delightleſſe obietthat they ſaw, 
My name applauded incuerypart 


Thc Trazeaie of Cra{us. 
My wordan O racle, my will a Law. 

My breaſt cannot contayne this flood of 10yes 
Thatwitha mighty ſtreame o'rcflowes my mind, 
\W hich ncucr dream'd of ſorrow or annoycs, 

But did in all a ſatisfaction find. 
My Soule then be content and take thy pleaſure, 
And benort vex't with feare of any ill, 
My blifie abounds, I cannot count my treafure, 
And gold that conquers all, doth what I will. 
Aſop. That Grecian (Sir) isat the Court arriu'd, 
Whoſe wifdom, Fame ſo prodigally prayles. 
Creſ. And hauc younotrextend my greatnes ſtriu'd, 
And entertain'd his cares with courteous phraſes. 
A (op. I thinke in all the parts where he hath been, 
In torraine Countries or his natiue home, _ 
He neuer hath ſt:ch ſtately wonders ſcen, 
As fince vnto thts princely Court he come. 

Waen fir{t he in the regall Pallace cntred, 
As one, who borne amongſt the craggic Mountaines, 
That neuer for to view the plaines aduentred, 
 Acnuainted but with dew and little Fountaines: 

[t he be forc'd forto frequentthe Vailes, 

And tnere the wanton water-Nimphs to ce, 
Therarenes of the fightſo farpreuailes, 
Each {trip appear's a flood, each flooda Sea. 

Soall that he re'ncountred by the way, 

Did to his minda greatamazement bring, 
Thegol-embroidred Gallants made him ſtay, 
Each groome appear'da Prince,cachſquire a King. 

And now he com's rattaine your Graces fight, 
Whom in his mind, no doubt he doth adore, 
He gazdon thoſe, who held of you thcir livht, 
Of torcehe muſtadmire your clte far more. 


Now he will ſet your happy Empire forth, 
= 7C And 


The T ragedie of Creſus, 
And beeye-witnes of your glorious Raigne, 
One wile mans teſtimony is more worth 
Then what a world of others would maintaine, 

Sol. Diſdainenot (mighty Prince) the louing zeale, 
Which a mcane man, yeta good mindaftords, 

And who perchanceas much affects your weale, 

ay thoic that paint their loue with fairer words. 
Craſ. Thy louc (age Greeke)is gratefull ynto vs, 

Whoin Fame long f1nce enamour'd of thy deedes, 

Weot thy vertues S haue heard her diſcuſle, 

Who in extolling of the fame exceedes. 

I with that m: in y {uch thould here reſort, 
\Whoſevnftain'd life would teach vs what were beſt. 
Whole graucaſpet would grace {o great a Court, 
Andlike clea: 'cLamps g 01:16 Jieh itynto thereſt. 

Sel. My Sou'raigne, ſpare, Imerite no luch praile; 
Lam but onethat doth the world deſpite, 

And would my thoughts to ſome perfection raiſe, 
A Wiſedom-louer thar would faine be wile, 

Yet with great toyle all thatT can attaine 
By long experience, and in learned {choo!cs 
Is ior to know my knowledge isbutvaine, 

And tho thatthinkthem wiſe, are greateſt tools. 

Craſ. Tins 1s the nature of  worthic minde, 

[t rather would de good then be ſo thoug ht, 
ASift ithad noayme but Fameto finde, 
Such a3 the ſhadow not the ſubſtance ſought. 

Yet thatpurſucs thee roo which thon fo flicſt, 
Still troupcs applande thy worth though thou not ſpic them, 
Whi! a h 2U would(t pretle it downe, it mounts vp hieſt; 
For Fame and Honor follow thoſe that flic them, 

And now I thinkeinall the world none liue's, 
That better may ynfold what I would learne, 


Then thou to whom franke Nature largely giues 
: = The 


\ 
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The grace to ſec, the iudgement to dilcerne. 

Sol. Ile anſwer freely to what you propoſe, 
It my ſmallskill can comprehend thelence. 

Creſ, Loc, you haue ſeenein what I moſt repoſe 
My treaſures huge, my great magnificence. 

Sol. This is the dreame of blifſe that Fortune b1inos, 
On which the witeſtneuer haue preſum'd ; 
I ſaw nought buta heape of ſenccleſſe things, 

A momentari- treaſureſoone conſum'd. 

This only ſerucs the dody to decore, 
And for corruption fram'd cannotperſcuer: 
The minde immortalllayes vp better ſtore 
Ofvnconſuning ioyesthatlaſt for cuer. 

Creſ. I wot not what you meane by ſuch ſurmiles, 
And ftaind 7d:aes ot imagin'd bliſle, 

This portrait of Fancie but intices 
Sicke brainesto dreame that which indeede they mile. 

But I brooke more thantheir conceits can ſhow, 
Whole rich conieQures breede bur poore effects; 
AndT beſccke you, did you euer know 
A man morecbleſt then I inall reſpets: 

Sol. Yes, I knew Tell an Athenian borne, 
Whom I holde happy inthe firſt degree: 

Who cu'n the harueſt of Happincfle hath ſhorne, 
Heliu'd with tame, and did with honourdie. 

For hauing long time liu'd, lou'dand reſpected, 
H1s country in a conflict had the wortt: 
He come, and there falne courage re-erected, 
And hauing wonnethe field did die vnfoiſt. 

More happy now nor when he was aliue; 
He dead, doth reape the guerdon of his merite, 
And in his childern doth againereuiue, 
Who ail their tathers worthy partes inherite. 

Craſ. Well, ſince thatto apriuate Cittizen 

C 2 You 
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You do aſcribe the firſt noſtbleſt eſtate. 
Now 11 the lecond ranke of happy men 
Whom would you number in your owne conceate* 
Sol, o Cleo and Biton | now I may 
No doubt prefer you next, without reproach, 
Their mother chanc'd ona feſtiuall day 
To want two horlcs, tor to draw her coach. 
Them to ſupply the place, Louc kindly raiſcd, 
Who drew herto that place of publike mirth, 
Ark dboth of raemexcecdingly wee prailed, 
hey. for tne PICUC, ſhe for her birth. 
Th 5 a 1t1bic office being (' nded, 
ZOth 41 the -harch Were tound dcad the next morroxy, 
thinko tNe : CF as E-TH 30 TIS 00! a WOIKE commended. 
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V\" ven room taſte of Farther forrow. 

viy : Frome fr Ic,co what 1 WC can, 

A adi c tie brittle glatſe ,arcbuta glance, 

And ofttheheavens rabate the height of man, 

Do enter{our our {weets wit; i {ome (ad chan? 

Cra(. g en From £25 E "eh agot1e aml iecluded. 

Andis my iftato fo viiewnto thine ces, 

Thatas 0 me of alhan! ie 103 denude &, 

Thou tihus dot iny felicitic e acipilc 

. Orthink' \t thou me: Of judgement toOO remille. 

A miter that 1b miferie renQinegs, 

Thebate rd chiud of 

WW [0m [10:2 1ens JO ; ate. 2nd Ul TiC \Y 01d d: {daines* 
Arc baie companions then tobe compar'd 

VWitone tot may con'ume; ny in his wrath? 

VVh O, as T pivat. , 90 PUR? and revard, 

Who! {ew 07ds,N; ay, euen wool lookes yecld lite or death, 

Sol. Sir, be not thus commoo'ud without all reaſon, 

Nor ni{conceiue my meaning as you do, 


Thoſe that t {pcake treely, haue no mind of treaſon, 


Mn. 


\þ ; \; Ger v6 by 
we 3* OR) , dard iro mM bl 'O, 
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The T razedie of Craſms, 
I cannot be your friend and batter to, 
Vnto vs Grwcians (Sir ) the gods haue granted 
A moderate meaſure ota humble wit, 
And in our Countre there haue neucr wanted 
Some whom the world for wiſe men did admit. 
And yet amonelt vs all, tne greateſt number 
Haue here difpair'd of any pertectreſt, 
Though ſome a while in Fortunes boſomeſlumber, 
And to world-blinded eyes {ceme to be blcſt, 
Yetoucr all mortall ſtates, change {o preuailcs, 
We alterations daily do attend, 
And hold this fora ground that neuer failes, 
None thoul4triumph in blifle betore the end. 
I may compareourſtate totabl--playes, 
VWhe ere by Jumbe jdgcs matters arc decided, 
Their many doubts, thecarne!l min a dilmaycs, 
Thedice mult firſt caſt well, then be well guided. 
So all our daycs in doubt what thing may chance vs, 
Timerunncs away, the breath of man doth mo it, 
And when ti'occatton come's tor to aduance 


Am "ngft 2 thouland one can {carce embrace I 


When tio by generous indignation mooucd, 
Would trie by ſword, iwhole oloric tame will mother, 
Whilit valour! Lindly by th' event is prooucd, 

And th'oncs ouerthrow can onely grace theother. 

O waata foolc his indoement will commit 
Tocrowne the one with vndetcru'd applaules, 

Where fortune is for togiue ſentence yer, 
Whrice bloody agents pleadef{uch doubtfull cauſes. 

This worl; i it tsthefeld, wherecach man VENtUTres, 
And arm'd with realon, reſolutely gocs, 

To fightagainſta thouſand miſaduentures, 
Both with cxternall and internal! foes. 


And how can hethe viors title gaine, 
© 2 That 
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TheTravzeadie of Craſus. 
That yet is buſted with a doubrfull fight, 
Or he be happtc that doth ſtill remaine 
In Fortunes datiger tor a ſmall delight. 
Th'abortiue courſe of man away faſt weares, 
Courſe that conliſts of houres , houres of a day, 
Day that giuc's place to night, night full of feares, 
Thus all things alter , ſtillall things decay. 
Whoflourith now im pcace, may tall in ſtrife, 
And haue their fame with infamic ſuppreſt; 
The eucning thew's the day , the death thelite; 
And many arc fortunate, but few arc bleſt. 
Creſ. 1 icethis Grecian of a f1mple [pirite, 
The which 1s capable of no great things, 
Men butaduance him far abouc his merite, 
Hecan notcomprchend the States of Kings. 
Fame did {o largely of his worth report, 
It made melong to hauc him in my houſe, 
Butall my expectations are come ſhorr, 
i chinkea Mountaine hath brought forth a mouſe. 


Exit Creſts. 
« A711, SR 71. 
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His king hath puthis truſt in truſtleſſe treaſures, 

& Clord with th'abundance of all worldy bliffe, 

Andlikea hooded hawk gorg'd with vaine plea- 

Atrandon flies, and wots not where he is. ({ures 
O how this makes me wonderfully ſorie, 

Tolec him keepethis lifclefſe wealth fo trairly, 

Whilſt witleſſe worldlings wonder at his glotic, 

Which Inotenuic, no, but pitti greatly! 
Thus wormes of th'carth, whoſe worlt part doth preuaile, 

Loue melting things, whoſe thew thebody fits, 

Where Soules of clecrer ſight do ncuer faile To 


The Trazedie of Craſus. 
To thefaurize the gifts of gallant wits. 

Thoſe worldly things do in this world decay, 

Orat the leaſt we leaue them with our breath, 
Whereas the other makes vs liue foray, 
So differ they as tarreas lifeand death. 

Mſop. Andyct what wonder though that he be thus, 
Whole knowledge clouded is with proſp'rous windes, 
Though this indeed ſeemeſomewhat(trange to vs, 
Who haue with learningpurihde our mindes. 

Was he not borneheireof a mighty State: 

And vide with Fortunes ſmiles, not fear for frownes, 
Doth mea{ureall things by his owne conccate, 
Thiinfirmitic that fatall is to Crownes: 

He hath been from his infancy addicted 

Toall the poinpous ſhewes wealth could d-uilc, 
And itill entreated, neuer contradited, 
Now doth all libertie of ſpeech delpile. 

Though TI durſt notfo to his fightappeare, 

Whoſe corrupt iudgement was from reaſon fiyeruing, 
I gricu'd toſce your entertainement here 
So far interior to your owne deſcruing. 

That diuine Wiſdom which the world admires, 
Andrauith'd with delight amazed heares, 

Becauſe it anſ{wer'd not his vainedettres, 
Did ſecme vnſauorie to diltemperd earcs : 

Eares that arc cuerſtopt to all diſcourſes 
Saue ſuch as enter franughted with his praiſes, | 
He can louenone but them that loue bis courſes, 

And thinks all fooles that vienotflattring phraſes. 

This vrracks the great , and makes the heauens deſpight 
Letvertue ſpread forthall her heauenly powers, (them: 
if notintheir owne liuery to delight them, 

They will notdaigne heraudiencea few howers. 


Sol, Icarenor &ſop how the King conceated os 


TheTrazdieof Craſus. 

Ot my franke ſpeeches, watch I eucr yſ+, 

I came not here, till ] was tiritentreated, 

Norbcing come, will I m y name abuſe: 

* Should [his poy{onous Sycophantr; reſemble, 

A hat-ful] ting to honeſt men x] "at kno it, 

I wouldnot for his Diadem deflemble, 

V/out thehartthinls, the corRuve was mace ro fhow it 
And what if his \aine humor to hae cacrtth'd, 

i ad my {peechcs for the PUrPO!Cc painted, 

I had but gotten etfts that would hauc peri d, 

Butn thing could haue clecr'd my fame once tainted. 
It I kad thow'n my felfe toward him oficious, 

Itwould incndhaye by PIOCUrd my ſhame: 


. 
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Tisin #4 ic but a ſecret blame. 


He thin's hin f1mple, who his anger raiſes, 
But betro {imply good, then doubly il! . 
Inencrvaluemy worth oy others prai/ cS, 
Norby opinions do dire my will, 

Andit content's me more 2» beapplauded 
By one of tadgement{though ot meane degree) 


FhenbyaPrinceof princely parts detrauded, 


Wild hath more Wea, butnort more wit then hee. 
AE/5p.\V ho cometo C -Ourt,muſt with K 1ngs faults comporrt. 


$97. Whocometo Court, ſhould tructh to Kings report. 
[9p Awifeman at their nr pertections winks, 


$9. Ankhonef man w:illtell than wiithothinls. 


» 


Flo. SO thou? YOU 100{c your Ilte,and them not Wn. 

Sol, ButTI wont: deare no burden of their fin. 

A{op. By this VOu fhould their ndign1tion finde. 

Sol. Yet haucthe warrant Of a worthy minde. 

Aſo. Ttwould be long, ere you were thus preter'd. 

$2. Thenir Ihouwdbeorhe King n0tIthater'd. 

Aſp. They gucruon as they loue, cy louc by gueſſe. : 
Sol. 


T he Tragedy of Craſus. + 
A/ſop. They guerdon as they loue, they loue by gucfſe 

Sol. Yet when I merite well, I care the lefſle. 

Mſop. It's good to be ſtill by the Prince approued. 

Sol. It's better to be vpright, though not loucd. 

#/op. But by this meane, all hope of Honor failcs. 

Sol. Yethoneſtic in end euerpreuatles. 

Aſop. Ithinke they ſhould exccll asoft they do 
All men in wit, that vnto men gue lawes: 

Kings arethe Center of the Kingdome, to 
The which cach weightie thing by nature dravves: 

Foras the mightie Riuers, little ſtreames, 

Andall thel1quid powers thatrife or fall, 

Do ſeeke in ſundry parts by ſeucrall ſeames 

To the maine Ocean that receiue's them all. 
Whoas he were but ſteward of thoſe waters 

Returne'sthem backe by many ſecret vaines, 

And as the carth hath need of moiſture,ſ{catters 

His numid treaſures to refreſh the plaines. 

Soare Kings breaſts the depth where daily lowes 
Clecre ſtreames of knowledge with rare treaſures charg'd, 
And thus continually their wiſdom growes 
By many helps that others want enlarg'd. 

For thoſe that haue intelligence ouer all, 

Do commonly communicateto Kings 
All tiyaccidents of weight that chance to fall, 
Thcirgreatnes to them this aduantage brings. 
They being 1ealous find out many drifts, 
And by along experience learne to ſcance them, 
Then thoſe whom Arte or Nature lend's great gifts, 
All come to Kings as who may beſt aduance them. 
No doubt, thoſe Powres who put them in theirplaces 
To make their qualities with their charge cuen, 
Do dote them with ſome ſupernatural graces, 


Vice-gods on th'carth, great Lieutenants of heauen, 
D Sol. 


TheTrazedie of Craſus. 


So!. As you haue {howne, Kings have a good occaſion 


Whereby rattaine ynto the height of wit. 
Which wholo doimbrace by good per{waſton, 
Areſurely worthy ona Throne to ſit. 

But ah! thoſc Riuers are not cuer pure 
The which through tainted channels whues conuatd, 
Vile flatt'rics poyſon rendred hath impure. 

Thus are Kings hearts oft by their cares betraid. 

For impudentctfronted perſons dare 
Court with vaine words and deteſtabl: hes, 
Whult purerſprized men muſt ſtand afarre, 

The light is lothſometo diſcaſcdeies. 

But this doth rauith oft my foule with wonder, 
Some that are wile, with flatt'ry can comport, 

And though of allinen beſt mens parts they ponder, 
Yeteuerentert2ine the baddeſt fort. 

Is't that fuch men as thoſe cannot controlle them, 
Nor neuer crofſe their appetite in ought, 
But for cach purpoſe that they ſpeake extolle them, 
Where better wits would argue as they-thought, 

Oras they would taue none tor to reſiſt them, 
So for thaduancement of the worthteſt ſoric, 

They will hauc none that may {ccme to afliſt them, 
Leſt any challenge intreſt im their glorie. 

Tits {c!te-conceate 1s a moſt dangerous ſhelfe, 
Where many haue made {hipwracke vaavoares : 

He thatdoth truſt too much vnto himſelte, 

Can neuer faile to fall in many ſnares. 
Of all that live, great Monarchs haue moſt need 
To balianceall tacir actions, and their wordes, 
And with aduilſein all things to proceed: 
A faithful! Counſell oft greargood affoordes. 

Loe, how th'inferior Sphears their courſes bend 


There, whither the firſt Moouer doth them driue: 


The 
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The Commons cuſtyms on the Prince depend, 
His mannersarethe rules by which they liue. 

No man is onely for himſclfe brought forth, 
And Kings for th'ule of many are ordaind, 

They thould like Sunnes,cleere Kingdoms with their worth, 
Whoſelite a paternc muſt be kept vnſtaind. 

Thoſcthatare vertuous hauean ample field 
Texpreſle their wikdom and rextend their merite, 
Where mcane men multto their mistortune yield, 
Whilſt Iacke of power doth burſt a gallant ſpirite. 

As precious Stones are th'ornaments of rings, 
TheStonedecores thering, the ring the hand : 

So Countries are conforme vnto their Kings, 
The King decores the Court, the Courtthe Land. 

And asa drop of poylon ſpent alone, 
Thrintected fountaine doth with venome fill, 

So mighty States may be orcthrowne by one; 
A vicious Prince is a contagious ill. 

Aſop. This is an cafe thing, for vs to ſpic 
Andpaint in th'ayre the ſhadowes of our mindes, 
And t'apprehend with th'intellectuall cie, 
Ablefling that no worldly Kingdom findes. 

Sol. 1 grant imaginarie groundes of outs 
Willneuer moouea world-bewitched Prince, 
Todiſenchaunt himſelfe, and ſpend ſome howrs 
His owne difleigncs of follie to conuince. 

Ere Craſ can refraine from this his turie, - 

He muſt forſake himſelfe, and be renew'd, 
Andin the Letheof oblinion buric 
Thevanitics that haue his ſoule ſubdewd. 

He firſt muſt his prerogatines al ſmother, 
Andbea man, a manto be controld, 

Then all his faults as they were in another 


Like an vnpartiall Arbiter behold. 
D 2 Could 
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Could he caſt off this Valle of fond {elte-loue, 
rough which all ehj 


» 
valuj Ng his owne Worth too m 
He flattred firſt hj mlſclte 


Utall their praiſes OUgNt for to be ſuch. 
And when tele hirel; 


-1 Will my felfe retire, 
wnour js nt at for C Ourt, 


8 din with greedy 4 Out him, 
SPC tenrich ncmielues With his ouerthiony, 
Exennt, 


Chor. 


1! 
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Chorus. 


F all the creatures below 
We muſt call Man moſt miſerable, 
Who all his time ts nener able 
T attaine unto a true repoſe, 
Hs very birth may well diſcloſe 
What miſeries his bliſſe onerthrow, 
For being borne he can not know 
Who to h:s ſtate ts friend or fo. 
Nor how at firſt for to ſtand ſtable, 
But euen with cryes and teares doth ſhow 
What 1anzers do his life encloſe, 
Whoſe eriefes are ſure, whoſe zoyes a fable, 
T hs ſtill his dayes in dolour fo 
He to all pertls muſt expoſe, 


And with vexation lines,and dies with wo, 
Not knowin 7 whence he come nor where to a 


While as he brookes this loweſt place, 
O how vncertaine i h1s ſtate, 
Which gouernd by a ſecret fate 

Is ſubiect to inconfancie, 

And ener changing as we ſee 

1s till in toile,nener in peace. 

For if man proſper but a ſþace, 
With each good ſucceſſe too too bold, 
And puft vp in his owne conceit, 

He but abuſes Fortunes grace : 
And when that with aduerſitie 

Hy pleaſures come to end their date, 
And with diſaſters are controld, 
Straight he begins for griefe to die : 


And ſtill the top of ſome extreme doth hold, 
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Not ſuffringe ſummers heate,nor winters cold 


Hts ſtate doth in moſt danger ſtand 

T hat moſt abounds in worldlie things, 
And ſoares too hiewith Fortuncs W125, 
Which carriewp aſþirine mindes 

For to be beaten with all winds, 

T he courſe of ſuch betne rightlie ſeand 
Whilſt men can not themſelues command 
T ranſported with apow'rles name, 

Oft vnexpceted rumebrin 725, 

V hae ſcene examples in this land, 
How world/ie bliſſe the / uſes bliades, 
Andonareed v3ſure! ery hinges, 

He that preſumes —_— the {ame 

Hid poyſon in his pleaſure findes, 

And (uling raſblie with the windes of fame, 
Deoth oft times ſinxetptoaſca of ſhame. 


Tt sto be ' fear 'd our K ns at laſt 
Whilſt he for nothing ts, afſraid, 

Be by proſperitic tetraid 

For growing thus in greatnes ſtill, 
PS haning worldlie things at We"; 


He thinks though T im? ſhout d all thinzs waff, 


Tet his eftate ſhall ener laſt, 

T he wond:r of th inferiour round, 
Aid in his owne conceit hath ſaid, 

No courſe of hean'n his ſlate can caſt, 

Nor make his ſucceſſe to be ill z 

If Fortune ozice thuſ: thoughts tobbraid 
Will haue eur Kine to be reread 

She way that mind with horrour fill, 
And in 43 Intent uitcrty confound 
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T he T razeaie of Crafus. 

T he ſtate,that ſtands wpon ſo ſlipprie ground, 

When ſuch a Monarchs mind is bent 

T o follow moſt the moſt unwiſe, 

Who can their follie diſaguiſe 

With ſuzred (peaches poyſonons baites, 

T he ſecret canker ef great ſtates, 

From which at firſt few diſaſſent, 

T he which at laſt all do repent, 

While as repenting luſh muſt go, 

When K ines begin for to deſpiſe 

of honeſt men the good intent, 

Who to aſſure their Soneraignes ſeates, 

Would faine in time ſome help deniſe, 

And would cut off all cauſe of wo, 

Tet cannot ſecond their conceats, 
T heſe dreadfull Comets commonly forgo 
The Kings destruition thats miſcaried ſo. 


eACH. ITT. Scen. I. 


CRotsvs. ApnasTtys. 


Craf. Hat vncoth fancies do aftright-my ſoule, 
VV; nd haue captiu'd itto a thouſand feares.* 

Strange cares ſuggeſting griefe my ioyes controule,, 

My mind ſome comming euill charactred beares, 


And credulous {uſ{pition too too wile, 


To fortifie my teares-doth meanes inuent, 
Whilſt ſuddaine terrors do my ſprite ſurpriſe, 


An ominous prelage of ſome bad euent. 


I rhinke the ſoule come of immortall brood 


As being partner ofadiuine powre 


OO _ 


T he Travedie of Crafus. 
Hath a fore. knowledge both ofcuill and good, 
Although ſhe cannot lic a fatall houre. 

Thou oh with this mortall vaile being made half blinde, 
She caf not ſoare outright with her owne wings, 
Yet ſhe communicates -vntO the mind 
In cloudic dreames and miſteries ſtrange things. 

Tly1magination wonderfull in force 
Ot toiles he iudgement with confntton fo, 

That preſuppoling all things to be worſe 
Then they fa!l toorth,we double our owne wo. 
For as the thadoiw {eemes more monſtrous (till 
Then doth the ſubſtance whence it hath the being, 
So th'apprehen(10n of approaching ill , 
Seemes greater then it{cltc,whilft feares are lying. 
This alteration t90 [cemes more then ſtrange, 
Which at an inſtant hath ore-whelm'd my ſences, 
I {ce (more then I thought) all ſtates may change, 
Againſtthe heauen th earth can find no defences. 

My ſoule her wonted pleaſureelſeis loathing, 
This hath indeede {o deepe impreſſion letr, 

A dreame,a fantaſie,a ſhadow, nothing 
Hath all my mirth euen in a moment eft. 

Adaraf. Whence ( mightie Soucraigne) can this change 
That doth obſcurethe raycs of princely grace, ( procecde, 
Thoſe thatare {chooldin wo may cle ercly reede, 

A mightie paſſion written in your tace. 

And ifa ſtranger may preſume lo tarre, 

I would the copie of your paſſions borrow, 
 Tellecontecture in what ſtate you ate, 
Taught by a ſecret ſympathiein ſorrow. 

Two {rings in diuers Lutes ſet in accord, 
(Although th'one be but toucht) together ſound, 
Euen ſo ſoules tun'd to eriefe the ltke afford, 


And other with a mutuall motton wound. 
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T he Trazedy of Crafts. 

Crafſ. No doubt but it disburdens muchthe mind, 

A Sccretaricin diltreſle to haue, 
Who by his owne anothers gricte can finde, 
Where glad minds {corne what rncy Can not COnceaue. 

And 1 ( Adraitizs ) would the caule declare 
With which Iſo torment my ſclte in vaine, 

O but bluſh t'vntold my foolith care, 
It's but tit'illnfton ofa drowſfie braine. 

Adraf. Accor to the bodics conſtitution, 
The foul-! by night W rich fancies is afflicted, 
Orby thelc thoughts continuall reuolution, 

To which by day the mind is molt addicted. 

Creſ. Now whilſt the Sunne did peepe through T hers 
And on the beauties of Aurora gaz'd, bower, 
Our of my body {poild of mouing power, 

All faculties of le dull fleepe had raz'd, 

While as the ſprite more powerfull then cue: 
Since lea{t 1 INPCAc hed with this carthlie part 
The veritic from lies could beſt difſeucr 
Hid myſteries vnclouding to the harrt. 

I only haue two ſonnes,and th'one you ſee 
Thetigne of Natures indignation beares, 
And from his birth day dommeis deadto me, 
Since he can powre no pleaſurcin my cares. 

The other At all my lite's delight, 
In whom the treaſures of my ſoul? are kept, 
[ thought (vaine be my thought) in the twic- light 
[ wot not whether yet[ walke or ſlept. 

Whilſt he was ſporting voyd of worldlie cares, 

Notina liſts belonging to nIS mcrites, 
A pointed toole of tron fell vnawares, 
And pearc'd his temples, and expeld his ſp Irites. 

Wrhilltthe pale carcale ſcem'd r'vpbraid mine CY CS, 


Thc horrour of thefight my ſen{c recald, 
E VWhuich 


The T rageaie of Craſus. 
Which when Ithinke of, yet my comfort dyes, 
Such an excecding feare my ſprit appald. 
This hath me moui'd, it rouch'd my ſtate ſo neerche, 
To match my ſonne 11 mariage at this ttme 
With beautcous Celia whom helou'd molt decrche, 
That both might rcapethe pleaſure of thctr prime. 

And ifthe hcauens his o'rethrow haue deciced 

By delUnic that can not be reuoked, 

So ſhall we haue behind {ome ot his ſeed, 

Erc in his bloflome all our hopes be choaked. 
Thus erc his toule lodge in the lightlefle ſhade, 

T'haue of his race twill mitigate my y mind, 

I can nothold hin altogether dead, 

That leaues his Image in ſome one behind. 
And for thetime we doall that ſeemes beft 

For to preuent thofcbut furmiz'd annoycs, 

Yer forall this my mind hath neuer reſt, 

Some lecret terror ſull diſturbs my toyes. 

Aa, iſ. Ah Sir ! if but thimagind euill of this 
Hath plung'd your ſoule in ſucha gulfe of gtiefe, 
Vnhappie I who wailcathing thatis, 

And haue nor meancs to hope for no reliefe. 

If all theſe dreadfull fancies tooke effect 
(VWaich heaute chance thalmightie Ioue withhold) 
It couid not be compar 'din no reſpect 
With ro ce misfortuncs that my ſtatc enfold. 

For waen vour ſonne fell by anothers hand, 
You ſhould but waile his death, and nor your crime, 
The heauens of me my brothers blood demand, 
His fate, my fault mourne mult I all my t:me. 

Craf. In what ſtrange forme could rhis diſaſter fall. 
That is tY'occafton of {© great diſtrefle, 
sTcllon atlcngrth th' original| of all, 


; To hearc of greater oricke Cyl make mineleſſe, 
: Adraf 
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T he Tragedy of Creſts. 


Aaraf. 1 haue conceald my forrowes ſtill till now, 


As too oftentiue foode for daintie cares, 
Yetlince of ſuchaſubie&tyouallow, 
Ile tell a tale that may moue ſtones to teares. 
My Father of the Phrig7an Princes come, 
Had in my growingage a tender care, 
Thatall my education might become 
One whom he might tor mightic hopes prepare : 
As yet toure luſters ſcarcely had begun 
For to diſcerne my ſex with downie cheekes, 
WhenT into that Labirinth was runne, 
Whence back in vaine the ſtraying entrer ſheckes. 
I loud, O fatallloue ! vnlouely fate, 
The vertuoullic faire, yet faireſt Dame 
That euer wasenfhrin'd in ſoules conceat, 
Orgaue adittic to the ſounds of tame. 
Straight were my fancies to her beauties tyed, 
Nonecan paint paſſions but in teeling mindes, 
I burnd, treezd,hopd,diſpaird, and liud,and dyed, 
My actions chang'd as oft as th* Autummes windes, 
Yet after many doubtfull hupes and fearcs 
That Iattaind the height of my delires, 
She had {ubſcrib'd a truce vnto my teares, 
And temperd with cncountring flames my fires. 
For as ſhe was the moſt affected Saint, 
Whole image was erected in my thought, 
She had compaſſion too of my complaint, 
And to acquit my firme affection ſought. 
Thus whilſtI triumphd in mincowne conceat, 
As one whoſe loue his Ladie did preterre, 
I was corriuald (O vnhappie fate ! ) 
By one who louw'd, but wasnot louw'd by her. 
Helookingas I look'd, ſaw what I ſaw, 


Saw Natures wonder, and.the worlds delight: 
E 2 


And 


'' 
j 

1 

| '\ 


The T razedie of Craſſus. 
Andasabiind god blind ouide did him dray 
Still like a lard hd but by ' her f1ght. 

Then ſtrait heiſtriucs the [ewell tor to wonne, 
Whoſe vnitaind worth herates aboue his breath, 
He hates the light that comes notfrom my Sunne, 
And thinks to ſue without her worſe then death. 

And this affection fauour'd was by Fortune 
Which icemd to ratihe his high rear'd hopes, 

The Nymph her parents day Ty did importune, 
For to confine his flying tancics ſcopes. 

Now iudge it that my miſeries were rife, 
Who threatned thus with eminent miſhap, 
Was like to loſe a deerer thing then lite, 
Whiltothers ftriu'd my ercaſureto entrap. 

The man that ſought my toyes to vndermine, 
T could not with for this Chauc him ouerthrowne, 
Nor blainethe {pritethat {ympathiz'd with mine, 
T enuicd not his hap, but wail'd mine owne. 

Now in my breaita battell did begin, 

Which forc'd my foule with inward wounds to blecde, 
Some fancics tear'd to whathis loue might winne, 
And poſſibllitic for t> come ſpecde. 

Then others call'd her conſtancie to mind, 
Which would not yeeld although the were inuaded, 
Yet ftorcd to feare the trailtie of her kind. 

A woman tiat hath cares may be perſwaded. 

Thus tofI'd with doudts intoa deepe of wo 
Which with {u{pition had my ioyes ſupplanted, 

I blam'd the thoughts that durſt accuſe her lo, 
As vertues patterne had one vertue wanted. 
As I concluded, {0 it come to paſſe, 
Tirattlictionſeru'd for fuell to affeion, 
For ſhe wo th'ornament of women was, 
Would neuer wrong her worth with a defeRion, 


When 


The T ravedie of Craſus. 

When in my abſence they had oft aſſay'd 
To haue me from her memoric remou'd, 
The Swe burn's hotteſt when his beames are ſtay'd, | 
The more that they wouldlet, the more ſhelou'd. | 

And finding that delay no endeaffords, ; 
And that faire generals arethabulcrs Arte, = 
She did repell him with di{dainfull words | 
To razea!l thought of her out of his harte. 

Loueis a ioy that vpon paine depends, 
A drop of {ivect drown'd ina lea of {ouvres, 
What Follie doth begin, oft Furie ends, 
They hate for cuer, that haue lou'd tor howres. 

When all hisarguments prou'd of no force, | 
Strait with diſdainc his ſoule in ſecret bur'nd, 

And what hethought was euill, to make farre worie, | 
He vnto furour all his favour turn'd. 

As he extreamely lou'd, tarre more he hated, 
And muſdeof many mcancs how to annoy her, 
Which was the beſt along time he debated, 
Toſce her dead, orto ſee me enioy her. 

What? faith he when he firſt had muſde a [paCe, 
So hard it is toquencha great affection: 

Shall I dishgurethat angelike face, 
And makethe world ecclypſde of all perfection? 

Shall ſhe by me be to confuſion brought, 

To whom I vowes and prayers did impart, 
To whomlT fſacrific'd my ſecret thought, | 
And on her beauties altar burn'd my hart : 

Or ſhall 1 ſec her in anothers powre, | by 
Andin his boſomelie tvpbraid my loſle, 
Whilſt both with ſcornefullſmiles then death more ſowre, | 
To poynt me outfor ſport report my crofle? 

That ſight which ſometime did me fiweetly charme, 

Should it become a cauſe of griefe to me? 


E 3 No, 
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The Trareaie of Craſs. 
No,nonethat liues, (all olorie in my harme, 
Since [he will notbe mine, ſhethall not be. 
Tir ut aouing Loucr hauins vow'd her death, 
Did wita a cup of poiſon drowne my 10ycs. 


The taircit body from the{weeteſt breath 


Was parted thus, ( 0 Ocean of annoyes! ) 
That Monſter Fame, whoie many mouthes and eares 
Muſt know, butnot concea Ic ararething long, 
And prodis lioall of ill, moſt chiefly] Dearcs 
The worlt news firſt, inform'd meot this wrong. 
Forneighbouring neere the moſt vrhappy part 
That had beene {poild of ſicha beautcous gueſt, 
Nolſfooner had death fcazde on the chaſte hart 
Then {orrow on my cares tO rob my re{?. 
How the {adde newes firit ſounded in my ſoule, 
I will not wearie you with long laments, 
Ragedidthe outward ſ1gnes of oriefe controule; 
Wrhien creat windes b! ow the fire, the linoke w orft yents. 
Whilft generous diſCaine difguilde my gricte, 
( "1 one tranſported witha mighty rage) 
I ranne vnto the Theater of miſchiefe; 
A tragicke Actor for a bloody ſtage. 
For I was come no ſooner tothe place 
Whereas I thovght the Murtherer to haue found, 


But Ir'encountred ( O vnhappie calc) 


Too dearea friend to catch an enemies wound, 

Ah! paſſions dini'd mineeyes, wrath led my hand, 
I was no more my {elfe. ſorrow had kild me, 
The firſt ( was night) that did beforeme ſtand, 
I fiercely did purſnc, as Furor willd me. 

Andas itchanc'd, ere one could ſpeakea word, 
I hlld his bolome with a Iuke-warme flooa, 
And in his kind breaſt drown the crueil {yvord, 
That inanothers body danke my blood. 

When 


T he T ravedie of Craſ1ts. 
When asa Torch had partly robde the night, 
Prowd of {uppoſde reuenge (ah bittcr gaine) 
I ſaw, I knew, blacke knowledge, crucll tight, 
T'was mincowne brother that my {clte had flaine. 
O bitterlofle thatnothing can repaire! 
My ſoule at once withall woes armic wounded, 
Gricte, rage, {pitc, ſhame, amazement and deſpatre, 
Gauld, to{ld, burnd, dathd,aftonithd, and contounded. 
The thought ot my offence torments me moſt, 
Yetam I whiles by my Loues verdict clean{de, 
And whiles my brothers violated ghoſt 
By dreadtull dreames doth boaſt to be reuengde. 
Creſ. Now whillt this great diſaſter did occurre, 
What came of him who was the cauſe of all: 
Aara. He hauing heard this lamentable turre, 
Whom felte-accuting thoughts did guiltic call, 
Strait ſtrucken with a wondeatul remoiſe, 
I wotnot whether feare orpitiemou'd him, 
It notrore-liucher death,or dreading worle, 
He killd himſelte, his conſcience fo difproou'd him. 
Cre. IT grant the manner of fo rare milchances 
Would force compaſſion from your grearelt toe, 
Whereall the gricte-begetting circumſtances 
Doe toyne to makea harmony in woe. 
But natural] loue dota atour ſelte begin, 
It mooues farre more to tcele then heare miſhaps, 
The perturbation thatmy ſprite is in, 
Mein a maze of miſcontentments wraps. 
We lſhould ſuch paſt misfortunes pretermit, 
Artleaſt no more immoderately lament them, 
And aas for thoſe thatare but comming yer, 
Vle ordinary meanes for to preuent them. 
Aaraſt. No wonder Sir, although you take great care, 
Leſt all your hopes in tis perſon periſh, 


Cre, 
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The Travzeate of Caſs. 
Crof. T willby all the meancs | may,prepare 


To fauchis youth, thathe my age may r cheriſh. 


It it bepoflible for mortall ſtares 
To {irineagainſt the Starrcs and be more ſtrong, 
Vieynarme 1 ortunc, aid reſiſt the tates, 
By baiting bothall meanes to do me wrong. 
Thave commanded vnder painc of deati, 
Thatno {uch weapon be within my wa alles, 
As I 'uppos'd ould haue abride'd his breath, 
Teclchew i ich ſuddcn cuillas rail; ly falles. 
He tall coerarcly to the fields, and then 
Vith yak "RAP be euarded all the time: 
Locwhere he communes with ſome countre ey-mcn, 
We will go tie what they would naue of him. 


A&R. ITI. Scen. II. 


Cuor v s of conntreymen. Crorsvs. Aris, 
ADrasrvs. CarLTa. 
end (Sir) a willing careto humble wordes, 
Let not our baſenefle barre vs from YOur grace, 
Which ſtill it {clte alike to all affords 
Who bleſie their fioht with that Maicſtike face. 
My Soucratgnc all his ſubiccts well remembers, 
As vile asour eſtarcis thought of now 
You arc our head and wea arcof your members, 
Andyou mutt care for vs, we carc for you. 
Our pouertic to vs15 NO reproach, 
Vhich th innocencie of our mindadorn's, 
Vencuer on ourncigh bours bounds encroach, 
z>at by ourlabours ue m1c{t many thornes, 
And cuer buficd for the Countries g00d, 
Wehaucenotiumeto mule of yaine COnccates, 


Yet 
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The Tragedie of Craſus. 
Yet earning witn continuall tojile our food 
Weentertaine the pompe of prowder States. 

And (Sir) conceiuenotot our meaning ill, 
That thus dare ſpeakeo freely as we do, 
Whilſt mediators do dilate our will 
They wreſtitas they will, and wracke vs too. 

To count'nance ſuch as vs you neede not ſhunne, 
A great man too well grac'd may do more harme: 
And ris no ſtaine vnto the glorious Sunne, 
Though ott his beames an abiect obicct warme. 

Craſ. Bc not diſcourag'd by your bale cſtate, 
Yeeare my people, and Tle heare your plaint, 

A King mult care for all, both ſmall and great, 
And for to helpe thatflicted neuer faint. 

The Scepter ſuchas theſe ſhould chictely ſhrowd, 
Not cotages, but Caſtles ſpoile the Land, 
Taduancethe humbleand rabate the prowd; 
This is a Vertue that makes Kings to ſtand. 

Cor. Sir, our eſtate ſome ſpcedy helpe requireg, 
In Mj:ancere vnto the famous Mountaine 
Ot great 0/impus that the World admires, 

There haunt's a Boare by Danaes Fountaine 

Of a big body,anda hideous forme, 

His fomic Iawe with tuskes like Tauelins ſtrikes, 
Andall parts in deformitie conforme, 
His backe hath briſtles like to yron Pikes. 

This Monfterof Nature , wonder of Men, 
The Forreſts tyran, and the Countries terrour, 
Tearesall to death,and drawes them to his Den, 
That chance into his way by fatall errour. 

Whilſt tender-hearted Mothers do bewaile 
The goared Infants toyling in their blood, 
Thabhominable beaſt them doth aflaile, 


Andain his bowels burics both for food. 
F Then 
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The T ragedie of Crafus. 
Then when wefly the field where he ſo10urnes, 
To hauchis hunger or his rage alayde, ' 
He waſtes the fruites, and ruincs allthe cornes, 
Thus the poore husbands hopes areal betrayde. 
Ere this, of true Repoſle we were the types, 
And paſtur'd on each plaine our fleecie flockes, 
And madeaconſort of our wai bling pypes, 
With moving chriſtals th'iſſue of the rockcs. 
And ſometime to retreſh vs after traucll, 
With flowrie garlands ſhielded from Sunne-beames 
We 2azd vpon Paco! golden graucl, 
Glafld,bathd,and quenchd our thirſt with his pure ſtreames: 
Whilſt we preferd, the Riuer ſeemdamazd, 
Vnto his golden bed, his graflye bancke, 
And lay and lookd whereas our cattell grazd, 
Withoutall enuic of agreater ranke. 
That to reprefle oppreſſion you take care, 
This reſt of ours 15 an eftccuall token, 
Your Lawes like Spiders webs do not enſnare 
The tcebleflics, and by the Bees are broken. 
For weby them are ftenc'd from great mens pride, 
The Heau'ns pcrperuate your profp'rous raigne, 
And ſufternot this ſauage Boare tabide, 
To turne that cale which men haueſpar'd topaine. 
Craſ. What would ye then, that ſhould be doneby me? 
For to repay your lofle; repayre this wrong. 
Chorus. Wecrauenone of your wealth, yetwiſh to ſee 
This Boare be-blood the ſtaffe of the moſt ſtrong: 
Let valorous _At:s worthily your ſonne, 
Backd with the belt of all the Zidiaz Youth, 
Goto the fields before the riſing Sunne 
Quench with the mornings teares his mid-dayes drouth, 
And we ſhall leade them crownd with lawrell forth, 
Where in a circuit {inall, yeta large Theater 


For 


ThcTragedieof Craſus, 
For men to make a tryall of their worth 
This Monſter ſtayes : th'earth neuernurc'd a greater. 
So ſnall we both reape profite, and they pleaſure, 
Which may bebrought to paſle without great obſtacle,. 


By making this waſter of the worlds treaſl ure, 


Of ahorrid fight, a delightfull ſpectacle. 
Cre. T may not ſpare my Sonne for a reſpect, 
Which is not ncedfull now for to beknowne, 
ButTle ſend others for the ſame effec, 
That this peſtifcrous Beaſt may be o'rethrowne. 
Th'oſtentiue gallants that our Graceattend, 
And wait th'occaſion but taduance their ſtrength, 
Againſtthe Boare ſhall all their torces bend, 
With houndes anddarts ſtill till he fallat length. 
I ſweare this Monſter ſhall when he is dead, 
A memorable monument remaine, | 
To Dians Church Ile conlecrate his head, | 
The Virgin-goddefle darts no ſhaftin vaine. 
Ati. Ah wherein Father hauel thus offended? 
Or what vile {1gne of a degenerd mind 
Haue you remark'd in me that euer tended 
To thereproch of our Imperiall kind? 
That of this praiſe you would giuemeno part, 
But barre me froma famous enterpriſe, 
As one vnworthie for to weeld a dart: 
Who ſtill in vile repoſe inglorious lies, 
Lies like a wanton with vaine thoughts bewitchd, 
Who 'poyldof force effeminately liues, 
A Peacocke but with painted penncs enrichd, 
( Yetpooreinall the parts that Glorie giues. 
| What glorje giues thoſe glorious Styles to me 
Which by ſucceſſion fall, notby deſart, 
Should but my Fame with borrowd feathers flee; 
Forcome of Kings a kingdome is my part. 
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The Tragedie of Craſus. 

Who only by his Birth aduancement claimes, 
Like a baſe baſtard doth his birth-right blote, 

I will not beg my worth from dead mens names, 
Nor con-uer Credit only by my Cote. 

What comforts this to brooke thTmperiall ſcate, 

Andall the blifle that Maicſtic tmpartes? 
If thole whom only we exceed in State, 
Bc our Superiors in farrebetrer partes. 

More then a Crowne true Worth is to be valued, 
Thone Fortunes gift, and th'other ourowne merite, 
By which oft times tlYafflicted Mind is falued, 
When Fortune takes what we by her inherite. 

Craſ. Ice what braue Delires boyle in thy Soule, 
And makethee with immattall wings to flee, 

This hic-bent courage , nothing can controule, 
All L:4:4is notlarge cuough for thee. 

Go, ſceke an Empireequall with thy mind, 
No common limits can confine thy thought; 
But whilea tull perte&tion thou would(t find, 

I feare thy tall turneall our hopes to nought. 

And pardon me, (deare Sonne) it's a great Loue 
That makes me watch fo warily o're thy waycs, 
Tlraffection of a Father what may moue, 

Whom ſuch an eminent dangernot diſmayes? 

The Heau'nsof late aduertiſde me by Dreame, 
That ſome fadde fortune didattend thy Youth, 
New Metcors and {trange Stars throughthaire ſtill treame, 
Whichare as Oracles of 7oes owne mouth. 

This was the cauſe that haſtned Vs ſo much 
To hauc thee bound to Himens hallow'd Law, 

This was the cauſe that all our care was ſuch, 
Out of our fight all weapons to withdraw. 
SCorne not tivamazing Comets that thou notes, 


The Starres to mortall States haue termes prefixt, 
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T he T razeate of Craſyus. 
And thinkenot only that my loue butdotes, 
For if thou fall, my fate with thine is mixt. 
Atis. Would God I had ſome meancs once ere my death 
To ſatisfie that infinite delart, 
Which I ſhall hold {o long as I haue breath, 
Deepe regiſtred with reu Tence in my hart. 
Yet (Sir) we (ce it is a naturall thing 
For too exceſſtue loue r'engender feares, 
A ſport like this can no great perill bring 
Where cither all delights the eyes or th' cares. 
If from my former deedes I now ſhould ſhrinke, 
As void of vertue to ſoft pleaſure thrall, 
Ot your two Sonnes what might your ſubicets thinke, 
Th'one wanting but one ſenſe, and th'orher all. 
What fancics mightmy late ſpouſd loue poſleſle, 
To ſee her husband hatefull in their f ohts ? 
And from the height of Honour to diorclle, 
To womanize withcourt! ly vaine delights: 
$ Though women love thaue men at ttheir deuotion, 
They hate baſemindesthathatchno noble motion. 
Cr { Well, well, my Sonne, I ſcerhou mult preualle, 
Go follow forth the chaſe, vic thine owne will, 
Yetſtay,or let my words thus niuchauaile, 
Walke warilie now treſchue this threatned 1ll. 
Thy hautie ſprite Yattempt all hazards bent, 
I feare tranſport thee to a farall ſtrite, 
(God grantI bedeceau'd) yet take good tent, 
Thy ouer-franke courage may betray thy lite. 
And (deere Adraitrs,) I muſt let him know 
What benefttes I haue beſtow'd on thee, 
Not to vpbraid thee,no,but for to ſhow 
How I may truſt thee beſt that's bound to me. 
When thou from Phrisia come defild with blood, 
Anda tratcrnall violated louc : 
F 3 When 


The Tragedie of Craſis. 
When in amoſt extreme eſtate thou ſtood, 
Chac'd from thy fathers face,curſt from aboue. 

Thou tound me triendlic,and my Courtthy reſt, 

A San&tuarie ſacred for thy latetic, 
Where thou walt entertain'd as pleaſd thee beſt, 
I thinke thoſc dangers ſcap't ſhould make thee craftie. 

Yet though I graC'd thecearſt, t'was but a ſ1gne 
Ota hcroick mind that helps the wretched : 

But inthy hands my ſouleile now conitgne, 
And giue aproote of loue not to be matched. 

Behold how Ars of ouragethe ſhicld, 

Whoſe harme as you hauec heardT feard cre now; 
Is to go take his paſtimein the held, 
And with his cuſtod:c ile credityou. 

I muſtmy friend eucn feruentlic exhort, 

Wait on my ſonne, remember of niy dreame, 
This dangerouflie deleRable ſport, 
Doth make me feare the griete exccede the game. 

Adraſ. Ineuer ſhall thoſe courteſies neglect, 

It irkes menot to thinkenor heare the ſame : 
For while this ſprite theſe members doth direct, 
All hall concurre tq celebrate your fame. 

If twere your will I would not hence depart, 

Who all ſuch motiucs vato mirth abhore, 

But with my paſſions heere, retirdapart, 

Would waile wo paſt and ſhun all cauſe of more. 
» ForitIſtriue abandon mv annoyes, 

I feare my fellowſhip infect with woc : 

Thole that would recreat themſclues with 10yGs, 
Still ſtrange miſhaps attend mec wherel go. 

Yet {tince you will commit this charge to me, 
Ile vie all mcanes that you may not repent you, 
Atlcſtall my defects faith ſhall ſupplie, 
| couctnothing more then to content you. 

Atts, 


The Tragedie of Craſus. 
Atis. Now for to ſee this monſters ouglie ſhape, 
With an enflam'd deſiremy thoughts do burne, | 
And Father, benot feardfor no miſhap, 
I hope ſoone, and victorious to returne. | 
Celia. Returne® and whitherloue 7 O deadlieword!. ( 
That doth import thy parting from my light, | 
I heard thee name, miſhap, ah my deere Lord! 
Should (ach ſtrict limits bound (o large delight: 
_ O cruellreſolution, vnkind dealing, 
Andcanſt thou condiſcend to leaue me lo ? 
Or from my preſence priuilie thus ſtealing, 
Thinkſt thou to rob aportion,of my wo * _ 
This might indeede to thee yeeld{ome relicte, 
To haue thy cares not wounded with my mone, 
But would wound me with a continuall griete, 
To feareall things where I ſhould teare but one. 
Detfiſt in time from this intended trite, 
With which thy thoughts haue maduiſdlic entred, 
RemembcrT haue intereſt in thy lite, 
WhichlT conſentnotto be thus aduentred, 
Halt thou not giuenaproote in thy greeneprime, 
That may content the moſt ambitious hopes, 
Whilſt 47:5 was his owne,O then t'was time 
To follow fancies vnconfined ſcopes. 
Thy ſelfe then only camp'd in Fortunes bounds, 
Thou doſt endanger Celia likewiſe now, 
Youſigh her breath, ſheſuffersin your wounds: 
You liuein her, and ſhe muſt dye in you. 
Atts. Lite of my ſoule, how do ſuch broken ſpeaches 
From confuſde paſſions thus abruptlie riſe : 
[ know my loue, thy louemy mind ore-reaches, 
Aﬀection ſchoold with feares is too too wile. # 
I go o're-thwart the fields for ſport to range, | 
Thy {tghs do but my foule with ſorrow fill, 


And 
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The Tragedie of Craſſus 
And pardon (deere) I find this wondrous ſtrange, 
Thou neuer did till now reſiſt my will. 

If I treſpaſſe in aught againſt my dutie, 

Which makes thee thus my faith for to miſtruſt, 
Miſtruſtnot yet the chaines of thine owne beautie, 
Which bind all my deſires, andſo they mult. 

Arewe notnow made one? ſuch feares o'recome, 
ThoughlT wouldfliemylſelfe my ſelfe do ferter, 

And it thatI would flie, from whom 2: tro whome 7 
I can louenonelo well,noneloues me better. 

Haue pittie of thoſe pcarles (fweete eyes {oules pleaſures) 
Lelt they preſage what thou would not haue done, 
Theheau'ns had not giu'n me thoſe ng treaſures 

Of ſuch perfeions to be ſpoyl'd {o ſoone. 


ed 


Chorus. 


{fm ofe that domine aboue, 

High preſidents of heauen, 

By whom all things do mone 

As they hane order ginen : 

IV hat worldling can ariſe 

Azainſt them to repine ? 

Whilſt caſted in the skies 

With prondence diume 

T hey force th inferior rount 

T hetr indgements to confeſſe, 

And in ther wrath confound 

Prowd morta's that tranſereſſe 
Thc conuenant they made 
With Nature in heanens lead. 


Baſe brood of earth,vaine man, 
13h; braz ſi thou of thy might 7 
T he 


The Trazedy of Craſus. 
T he heauens thy courſes ſcan, 
T hou walkſt ſtill in their ſight, 
Ere thou waſt borne, thy dcedes 
T heir reoiiters dtlate, 


* And thinke that none exceedes 


T he compaſſe of h1s fate. 
What heanens would haue thee to 
Though they thy wayes abhorre, 
T hat thou of force muſt do, 
And thou may do no more. 
T his reaſon would fu'fill, 
T heir worke ſhould ſerue thor will, 


CAre we not heires of death, 
In whom there ts no truſt, 
Who toſſd with circkling breath, 
Are but a dramme of duſt ? 
T et fookes when as we erre 
And do th heauens wrath contract, 
If they a while deferre 
A iuſt revenge texact, 
Pride in our boſome creepes, 
And miſ-informes vs thus, 
T hat the Eternall ſleepes, 
Or takes no care of Vs. 
No, th'eye of heaucn behold; 
Allwhat our hart enfolds, 


T he gods digeſt no crime 

T houzh they continue long, 
And in th offenders time 
Seeme to neglect their wrong, 
Till others of thetr race 


Fill vp the cup of wrath, 


Whom 


The Trazedie of Crus. 

Fhoin rune and diſgrace 
Long tim? attended hath, 
And Ciges ſan!t we feare 
To Crolus charze be layd, 
hich Tene will not forbeare 

Thonh it belong 4 layd - 

For 0 ſor: time EY gods 


Ad lo how Crocs /{ill 

YT 0732271t; A in hiemiad 

Like arecd oa a bill, 

Is ſpinering with eachwind. 

Each jl: ep 4 terronr brings, 

Droames do by night of ti - 3M 

ANG ' by A. AY Hwy NIHCS, 

All his t thou? rhits Ao conuitt hin : 1 

He hs ſtarre - would controule, 

T his makes enill not the worſt 

IV Lilt be wounds his owne ſoule 

YVE1ti th Þ prehenſion firſt « 
Aanimay his fate foreſee, 
But wot ſhun heaucns decree. 


Act. ITII. Scen. T. 


Anrrasrys Crotsvs. Cuonvys. 


An heaen behold hands ſtaind with bloud ofteimes, 
And to the Stigian {treames not headlongs hurld 2 
Can tircarti upport one burden'd with ſuch crimes, 
As may prouoke the wrath ofallthe world ? 


Why 
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The Trazedy of Crafrs. | 
Why ſends not Tone thaue my cur(s'd courſe confind, | 
A death-denouncing flaſh of rumbling thunder, 


Ora tempeſtnaous terrour-breeding wind, 
With violence to tcare me all alunder, ; 

What vnknowne corner from the world remou'd L 
T'inhabit in tixhorizon of diſpaire ; 
Shall I 90 now poſicfleand be approu'd i 


By monſiers like my ſelfe that hate repaire. 

Ile go indced whom all the world detefts, 
Who haue no interett in the hclds of blifle, 
Andbarbarize among the batbarous beats, 
Where Tigers rage, Toades {puc,and Serpents hiſſe. 

Yetthough both th'Artike and Antartike Pole 
I ſhould oucrpaile, and find tlyynpeopled zones, 
A wilderneſle where nought were to controule 
My damnable crucltes buttrees and tones : | 

Yetot my dceds whichall the world do tell, 
All this could not deface th'infamous {croule, 
Within my brea{tI beare about my hell, 
And cannot ſcape the horrours of my ſoule. 

Thoſe fearctull monſters of contutd aſpects, 
Chimera, Gorzon, Hydra, helliſh apes, 
Which inthe world wrought wonderfull effeds, 
And borrowed from tlrinternall ſhades their ſhapes. 

Their deutliſh formes that did the world amaze, 
Not halte ſo monſtrousas my lelte I tinde, 
When on mine owne deformitics I gaze, 
In the black depth of a polluted minde. 

No, but my mind vntainted (ull remaines, 
My thoughts in this dili&t hauc had no part, 
Which accidentallte this toule fact ſtaines, 
My hands had no commiſſion of my hart. 

Yet, whether it was fortune or my fate, 
Or ſome hell-hag that did direct my arme, 
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The T razeate of Craſus. 
T quaild the Z:47ans hopes abortiue date, 
And am the inſtrument of all their harme. 

Then ſwelling mountaincs come and tall vpon me, 
Your height may v hide me from the wrath of heauen: 
But tis needes not, my fault hath elle vndone me, 
No torment can with my offence be cuen. 

Ah of what dcfart (ha!ll now make choice, 
Tauoid the count'nance of an angrie King : 

I know thYaucnging ford of Cre ſis VOICC, 
To wound my {oule hoſtcs ofrebukes doth bring. 

No, tliobie& of diſtrefſe ile ſtand alone, 
Amcmorable monſter of mithap, 

For though Pandoracs plagues were pourd1n one, 
All were tov few lo vile a wretch rentrap. 

Chor. O how the King is mou'd with Az: death, 
His face th'imprcfſion of a paſſion beares 
With bended eyes,croſtarmes,and quiucring breath, 
His pri! nccly roabe he de peratcly tearcs. 

Lo, wita a (tlcnt pittic- pleading tooke, 

Which ſhewes with lorrow mixta high diſdaine, 
Hewwhilſt his ſouleſcemes to diffolue in [moake, 
Whiles eyes the corps whites him by whom tis flaine. 

Craf. Thouruthlefle Tyrant, ruine of my bliſle, 
Anddiditthou to diſguilc thy deuliſh nature 
Torecompence my courteſics with this 2 
Ah crucll wretch, abhominablec:cature. 

Tay Tieriſh mind who could hauewell deteted 2 
In mortall breaſts {© great barbaritic ? 

What froward ſprite could haue ſuch ſpight ſuſpected 2 
In holpitalitic hoſtilitie 7 

Did I reuiue thee when thy hopes were dead, 
Whenas thy lite thy parents had not fpar'd 2 
Andhauing heaptſuch fauours on thy head, 

Is this * Is this 2 Cher, he would lay the rew xd. 


Adraf. 


The T rageaie of Crefus. 
CAdraſe. I grant what you alledge, and more, 1s true, 
I haue vnto the height of hatred runne, 
A blood-ſtaind Wretch, not worthy for to vicw 
The rolling Circles, nor the rayie Sunne. 
Tleneuer ſtriue to cloake my toule abuſes, 
So forto make my torteit to ſeeme leſle, 
And paint my fault with imperfect exculcs, 
T'is greater farre then words can wel exprelle. 

Nor g9I thus to aggrauate my.crime, 

And damne my ſelte to be abſolu'd by others; 
No, no, ſuch Rhetoricke comes out of time, 
Te not{uruiue his death, as carſt my brothers. 

Whoſe vakind fall if T had followd ſtraight, 

As then indeed I dyed toall delight, 
I hadnotgroan'd chargd with this inward waight, 
But flept with ſhadows in eternall night. 

Yet muſt I dieat laſt, though late growne wile, 
This in my minde moſt diſcontentment breedes, 
A thouſand tort'ring deaths cannot ſuthſe 
To plague condignely torſo haynous deedes. 

Come,cauſc him,who the Spritelefle body burics, 
Vponthe Tombe to ſacrifice my blood, 

No fitter oftring for th'internall Furics 
Then one, in whom they raignd while as he ſtood. 

In whom they oft intuſdethcir diu'liſh rage, 
Andin my boſom all their Serpents neltled, 

So that this helliſh horror to ailivage, 
I all my dayes haue with diſaſters wreſtled. 
Crep. I find Adraſtus, when I deepely ſcaunce 
Theffectuall motiues of this fatall croſle, 
Thatnot thy malice, but mine owne miſchaunce 
Hath been tlYoccafton of our bitterloſle. 
Whilſt barely with aſuperficiall wit, 
We weigh the out-{ide of ſuch ſtrange euents., 
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The Travedie of Craſus. 
If but the mediate meancs our iudgcments hit, 
We lcarcinot theft caule, this much contents, 
V "s 11 Uuch prodigious accidents tall out, 
Though tigy amaze our minds, and lOthey muſt, 
The Orc We of all comcs from our felte no doubr, 
Alt: :nan h att ( 11'd, the heau'ns are alwayes iult, 
Now whenlT {carch thc ſecretsof my foulc, 
And ripthe corners of my corruptminde, 
Markeof my formerLte thoffencineſcrouls, 
Aid do examine how I veas inclinde, 
O then T fee the angry hoſtz of heanen 
Come git witi flames to Plague :for my offences, 
VV hich! NCC NO doubt ry 1! with the world be even, 
Ai {U1% IC: OUT wg: 5, ;, WOras acts, arid V ane pretences. 
SOnne, £15 my pride that hath procurde thy fall 
I'm guiltic of thy blood, I gaue the wound. 


\\ 


A hich 1 wasthy dc 1th, an 1 WhOIC remembranceſhall 
My lit- caci d: iy WW] ith 1m any © 'caths confound. 
pains uſt Star's, your {atutes I contemne; 
O {it 1 were con£ro! +0 1th the gods, : 
I WOUL LNCtT partial | Prouidence condemne;, 
hatin {ach fort do cxercile theirrods; 
Allmny Sonncs death doth {hevw their 1mdgement naught, 
What could he pers reaoninli ſuch Powres? | 
Should hohavetuRted for his athers fault? 
Vaom wit2out cauſe their wrong-ſpent wrath deuours, 
Nov oleh 2 world thoſe deities may deſpite; 
Wirch piagic the euilticfice, and the ar kieſparc 
ECca'c haple Ics man toutra 22 thy leltc thadaic). 
I pardon Tine c,and pine ti iy delvaire, 
A743? O cracll ivdgernent of a rigorous fate! 
MuſtIore-] linemy ſelfet'enton; bemy Fame? 
Ajlthings that Thchold vpb raid my ſtate, 


$ | Vo! til tlalY ULLONL {111 1tsof CI1C NIANS ame, 
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The T ravedie of Craſrs. 

All (andno more then I) my deedes deteſt, 
Yet ſomenot hind a friend, I ind no foe 
To rid the world of ſucha dangerous peſt, 
Borne butto de an inſtruracnt of woe. 

I know what makes all worthie mindes refratnC 
The {word 2gatalt a Cante for to {tretch, 

They this opprobrious office do dilaaine, 
To be the Deaths-men of ſo baſe a wretch. 

OrmuſtT yet a fouler fad commir, 

And fill the world with tYhorrour of my name? 
Is there ſome new dilaſter reſting yet, 
Andother funerals tamous by my ſhame? 

Or would ſome baſtard thought lites caute debate, 
That in the blaſted field of comfort gleanes, 
No.no, inſpitc of heau'nTIletorcemy tate, 

One that's reſolu'd to die, cannot want mcancs. 

Prowd tyrant Death, and muſt thou make ut ſtrange? 
T'involue my wearied {oule in turther trite, 
Valeile my courage with my fortune change, 

I can appoint a Period to my life, 

But this ( Ay me) all hope of helpe denours, 
What gaines my ſoule by death in thoſc jad times? 
It potentſlil] inall her wonted powres 
She muſt remember of my odious crimes. 

What though vnbodied ſhe the world forlake? 
Yet cannot irom her conſcience be dinorc'a, 

It will but vexc herat the ſhadowie Lake, 
Till cuen to grone the god of ghoſts be torc'd. 

But welcome death, and O would God I had 
Leife famous or more fortunately liu'd! 

Then hadTneuer ſhownemy lelfe fo mad 
T'haueonly bcen by infamieſuruiu'd, 

Ah!haueT liv'd to ſeemy Ladiedic, 

And dic tor me, forme not worth fo much; 
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T he T raveate of Craſus. 

Ali!haueT liu'd (vnnaturall man) to be 
My Brothers death, whoſe loue to me was ſuch. 

Ah! haueT liu'd, with mine owne hands to kill 
A gallant Prince committed to my charge: 
Anddol gaze on tne dead body till, 
And in his Fathers ſehr my ſhameenlarge. 

Ah! haue I liu'd ( O execrable Monſter) 
To beaccounted of a diw'liſh nature, 
And cuen by them that beſt my actions conſtex, 
For to be cal'd(and iuſtly cal'd)a Traitour. 

Yet with my blood this ſtaine away Ile wath, 
Andleſt my memorie maketh'earth detracted, 

Let my name periſh in my bodies aſh, 
Andall my lite beasathought vnacted. 

Braue «A715, now I come to pleade for grace, 
Although thou frown'ſton my aftrighted ghoſt, 

And toreuen gethy wrong this wound embrace: 
 Thus,thus, I toilet attainethe Stygian coaft. 

Cho. The man him(elfe doth deſperately wound, 
With leaden lights, weake legs, and head declinde, 
The body in diſdainedoth beatethe ground, 

Thatof his members one hath prou'd vnkinde: 

Thetainting hand falles trembling from the ſivord 
With this micidiall blow for ſhame growne red, 
Which ſtrait the blood purſues with y engeance ſtord 
Todrowne the ſame with the ſame floods it ſhed. 

Who of thoſe parties can the combate ſhow, 
Where both but one, one both, ſtrooke and ſuſtaind, 
Or whoſhall eriumph for this trange ore'throw 
Waereasthe Victor loſt, the Vanquiſh'd gaind. 

Cra/. Curſde cies, what ſudden change hath drownd your 
And madeyour mirthfull obie&ts mourntull now? (lights, 
Yethat were ſtill inurde to ſtately ſights 
Since [cated vnderan Imperiall brow. 


O're-clouded 


ThcTrazedie of Craſus. 
O'reclouded now with vapours of my cares, 
Are low throwne downeyntoa hell of gricke, 
And haueno proſpect but my ſoules deſpaircs, 
The ſad beholders of arare milchicte. 

O dead Adraitus 1 abloluethy ghoſt, 

Whoſe hand ſome ſecret deſtinie did charme, 
Thou hated by the Heau'ns, wert to thy coſt 
An accidentall Actor of our harme. 

No doubt ſomeangrie God hath layd this ſnare, 
And whillt thy pu poſe was the Boare to kill, 
Did intercept thy thaft amidlt the aire, 

And threw itat my Sonne againſt thy will. 

Ah Sonne ! mu{tI be witneſle of thy death, 
Who view thee thus with violence to bleed, 

And yet want one on whom to powre my wrath, 
To take iuſt vengeance for ſo vile a deed? 

This wretch whoſe guiltleſſe mind hathcleard his hand 
Grieu'd tor his error, loe, vnforcd doth fall, 

And notas one that did in danger ſtand, 
For he liu'd ſtil] till I forgaue him all. 

Thus haueT but the heau'ns on whom Imay 
Powre forth thepoyſon of my troubled ſpirite, 
In my ſoules bitterneſſe I'm forcd to ſay, 

Fhis ſeconds not their cuſtome and my merite. 


AR. IIIT. Scen. II. 
SANDANIS., CRoOESvs. 


V's ſpend you (Sir) with ſighs th'Tmperious breath, 
Which nought but words of Soueraigntic ſhould 

O weake reuenge foronethat's wrongd by death, (breed, 
Tadomehis triumph with amourning weed! 

| This 
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This pale-fac'd tyrant, author of ourill, 

Who did, recclypic our Ioycs, that blacke ſhaft bor row, 
Should you frame Trophees to his Tigriſh will, 
And ware his liucry, and \uccumbe to forrow? 

No, though he might this outward bliſſe o're-throw, 
And you {aue youot all thats yours might ſpoyle, 
Yet whillt of one that yiclds no ſigne you ſhow, 

You tr rump! 1 ſtill, and he recciues -the toyle. 
Tiro're- lowing humor that would drowne yourlſoule, 
In baſcr breaſts might better be excuſde, 
\Who want the ſprite their paſſions ro comroule, 
As from their birth ſtill ro{ubicction vide. 
Butyou, in whom high Thoughts haue been innated, 
To this decay how is your Vertuc come: 
I bluſh to {ce my Soucraigne ſo abated, 
And Maicſticby miſcrie o'recome. 

Nor are my words out of arockie mind, 
Tunnaturallize you, as not feeling ſmart, 

No, none can barre a. Prince from being kind, 
Th'undoubted badge of an Heroick hart. 

That ſupreme Powre, by which great States do ſtand, 
Should order butth'affection, not vndoe it 
And I could wiſh you mightyour ſclte command, 

1-4 hy though you may not well, yet ſceme to doe it, * 
Cre. [ will notnow rehearſe, t cnlargemy ericte, 

On 13 a8 alt reaſons my laments are orounded, 

But ſtill will muſe vpon. mine owne milchicfe, 

While as my ſoule a thouſand wayes is wounded. 

What penfiue penfill cuer limm'daright 
The fad conceats of foule-conſuming woe: 

At! words arc weake to ſhewthe ſwelling hight 
Of thinward anguiſh that o're-whelms me ſo. 

Though many Monarchs icalouſly deſpiſe 

Theriing Sunnethat their declining ftaines; 
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ThcTrazedie of Craſus. 
And hatethe Heire, who by their fall muſt riſe, 
As grieu'd to heare of death, or otners raignes. 

My loue towards .Atz otherwiſe appeard, 

Whom, whilſt torhim I did my cares engage, 
I asa Fathcr loud, as King not feard, 
The comfort, not th'encombrance of mine age. 

And hadit thou Sonne, as reaſon would, ſurutu'd me, 
Who glauncd and vanith'd like a lightning-flath, 

Then dcath of lite could neuer haue depriu'd me, 
Whilſt ſuch a Phenix had reuin'd my a(h. 

Sar. Let not theſe wocs ecclyple your Vertues light. 

Crefſ. Ah! rage andgriefe 1auſt once be ata hight. 

$a. Striue of your ſorrows fortoſtop the lource. 

Crzſ. Thele ſalt cie-floods muſt ow & haue their courle. 

San. That isnotkingly. Craf. And yet it is kindly. 

Where paſhons dodomine they goucrne blindly. 

San. Such wofull plaints cannot repaire your State: 

Creſ. Th'infortunatear leaſt may waile their Fate. 

The meaneſt comfortcan t' a wretch retourne, 

Is in calamitte thaue leaue to mourne. 

San. What graue-browd Stoick voyd of all affections, 
With teare-leſle eyes could that Youths death behold: 
Though greenc in yeeres, yet ripe in all pertections, 
A hoaric 1udgement vnderlockes of gold. 

No, no man liucs but muſt lament to ſee 
The wo11ds chicfe hope cuen in his bloſſome choaked: - 
But men cannot controll the Heau'ns decree: 

And milchicte done, can neuer be reuoked. 

Then letnot this torment your mind no more, 
This croſſe with you alike your Countrie beares, 
It wailing could your ruinde State reſtore, 


O 


Soules fraught with gricte ſhould ſaylein Seas of teares. 


Leſt all our comfort daſh againſt one ſhelte, 


And his vntimely end occaſion yours, 
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The T ragedie of Craſus. 
Hane pitic of your people, ſpare your lelte, 
If not to your owne vle, yet vnto ours. 

Crzſ. When Sandans,l firſt thy faith did find, 
Thou diu'd ſo decpely in my boſom then, 

Thar ſince thou kept the key ſtill of my mind, 
And knew what I conceald from other men. 

Behold, I go to open vp to you 
(Deare Trealurer of all my ſecrets till) 

A mightic enterpriſe I mind for now : 
A Phiſicke in ſome lortraſſwage my ll, 

Which may vnto my ſoule yicld ſomerelicfe,. 
And make me to forgoe fad thoughts content, 

Or els acquire copartners in my gricte, 
It not for me, yet with me to lament. 

Sand. This benetite muſt bind me with thereſt, 

Toloue your Maieſtie, and with you well, 
Tle giue you my aduife,and I proteſt, 
Thar you take friendly what I freely tell. 

Creſ. Since that it hath notpleaſde the Diuine powres, 
Thatof my ot-ſpring I might comtort claime, 
Yetleſt the rauenous courſe of flying howres 
Should make aprey of my reſpe&tedname, 

[ hope engender ſuch a generous brood, 

That the ynborne ſhall know how I have liu'd, 
And this no doubt would do my ghoſt great good, 
To bcby famous Vidtoriesreuiu'd. 

Ie Eagle-like foare with Fames immortal wings, 
Vanleſle my hic-bene thoughts themſclues deceaue,. 
That hauing ated admirable things, 

I may {corne death, and triumph o're the graue; 

YethauelI not ſoſetted'my conceate 
Thatall opinions are to be deſpiſde, 

Vntold your judgement touching my eftate, 
Take heed Tletcll you whatI hauc deuiſde. 
Some 


T he T ragedie of Craſus. 
Some Scithian Shepherd in a high diſdaine, 
As I hauc heard rehearlt by true diſcourſes; 
To plague ſome of the Medes with endlefſe paine, 
Did, entertaine them with Thze#tes courſes. 

And to content their more then Tigrith wiſhes, 
They with the infants fleſh the parents fed, 
Whonot ſuſpetting ſuch polluted diſhes, 

Did in their bowels burie whom they bred. 

Then after this abhominablke crime, 
They come vnto my fathers famous court, 
And working on th'4duantage of the time, 
Did as they pleal'd of what was paſt report. 

They ſhew'd what ſeru'd to help, and hid thereft, 
Whilſt pittie pleaded for atflictions part, 

He noble-minded fauouring the diltreſt, 
Was woon to them by this Si2onzct art. 
Sax. Oft Kings of Iudges thence haue parties gone, 

Where both their cares were patent but toone. 

Craf. Then C:axare Monarch of the Medes, 
To proſecute thoſe fugitiues to death, 
In indignation of my fathers deedes, 
Did boaſt them both with all the words of wrath. 

My father thinking that his court ſhould be 
A ſancuaciefor all ſupplicants, 

Did leuie men, that all the world might ſee 
Hehelpt the weake,and ſcorn'd the mighties vaunts. 

Thus mortall warres on cuery {ide proclaim'd, 
With mutuall domage did continue long, 

Till both the armies by Be/lonatamd, 
Did irke tauenge or to maintaine a wrong. 

It chanc'd whilſt peace was at the higheſt dearth, 
That all their forces furiouſlie did fight, 

A ſuddaine darkenes courtain'd vp the earth, 
Audviolentlie di;poſſeſt the light. 
H 3 
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The Trazcdie of Craſus. 
I thinke for Phactonthe Sunne look lad, 
And that the bloodic obiccts that he ſaw 
Did wound his memorie, with griefe gone mad, 
He from the world his wagon did withdraw. 
Yet Ignorance the motherof contuſton, 
With wreſting natures courle tound caulec of feares, 
Which well cdg'd on by wiſer mens 1l]uſton, 
Was cauſe of concord and of truce from tcares. 
Thea ſtraight there was a perfect peace begunne, 
And thatit might more conſtantly indure, 
Aſtiazes the King of Medias ſonne, 
A mariage w ithn my Siſter did procure. 
A deadlie rancour reconcil'd againe, 
Muſt feal'd with conſarguinitic remaine. 
Craf. He lince his fathers age-worne courle was ended, 
Hath rulde his people fice from blood or rife, 
Till nowa Viper of his loynes diſcended, 
Would by his ruine make himſclfe alite. 
I mieane by Cyrus bale Cambiſes brood, 
Who by a Bitchnurſt with the countrey ſivaines, 
Degener'd farre from any princely blood, 
The doggiſh nature of his nurſe retaines. 
He come againſt his Grandfather to feeld, 
And vnexpeted with a mightie powre, 
Oucrthrew his forces, forcd him!tlfe to yeeld, 
Who captiue kept now waits for death cach howre. 
That vou may ſeenow what my intereſt is, 
I maderecitall of this ruthtull ſtorie, 
Thoſe circumſtances (hew that ſhame of his 
Tends to the derogation of our glorie: 
That any dare preſume to trouble thus 
One whome our kingdomes fauour ſhould defend, 
In ſtrict afinitie combind with vs, 


Yetnot reſpected tor fo greata friend. 


My 
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T he T ragedie of Craſas. 
My ioyleſſe foule with this will be reioyc'd, 
Whil(tI to warre againſtthat rebell go : 
I hope that both ſhall know how they haue choyc'd, 
Thone a kind friend,and thother = rce fo. 
$4,. Though Natures Jaw you car'd not to tranſvreſle, 
And this your wrong'dallye would not repare, 
Yet the regard ra Monarch in diſtreſle, 
Should moue the mightie with a mutuall care, 
Theſe terrours to that thunder inyour care, 
I thinke the Lidians will not well allow, 
For when the Cedar falls, the Oake may feare, 
Th'Afirians ore-throw may aſtoniſh you. 
And when we {ce our neighbours houlc afire, 
Then we may iudge ourowne to be in danger, 
Irs better firſt with others ro conſpire, 
Or we be forc'd our {clues t'inuade that ſtranger. 
Ah this is but the out-{1deof your courſe, 
A dangerous ambuth by ambition planted, 
There may come raging riuers from this ſource, 
To drowne your ſtate whilſt tancies are vndanted. 
I know theſe new-borne monſters of your mind, 
Hauec arm'd your ram{h'd thoughts with taire conccates, 
Yet may theſe wonders that you haue diuin'd, 
Proue traiterous praiccts painted for dececates, 
And (pardon Sir) itis not good to be 
Too raſhlieſtoutnor curitouſlie wiſe, 
Leſt that you from that which is certaine flee, 
And not arttaine to that which you deuiſe. 
Cref. Igrantindeed which very few ſhall know, 
Though l deltgne but toreticue my friend, 
My thoughts are aym'd (this vnto you ile ſhow, 
And not withoutgreat cauſe, ta greaterend. 
You ſee how Fortune Gokebur change affects, 


Somcare reproach'd that others may be praiſd, a 
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T he T ragedie of Craſus. 
And euery age brings forth ſome ſtrange effects, 
Some mult be ruin'd, others muſt be raiſ{d. 

I doubt not you haue heard who was the firſt 
Whom fame for warring with the world rcujues, 
Who had of {oucraigntie {o great a thirſt, 
Thatitcould not be quenchd with thouſands liues. 

T'was he who firſt obtain'd the name of owe, 
Who was reputed for his glorious acts, 

The moſt impertous of the powers aboue, 
That vowesandoftrings of the world exacts, 

: Heall his time could nought but terrour breathe, 
To make the world acquaint with watre and dearth, 
The chiefeſt ſergeants deputed by death, 

That made th Aſ9ri475 {oueraignes of the earth. 

Yet ſince his courſe the worlds firſt plague was paſt, 
His ſucceſſours who many ages ratgn'd, 

Made ſhipwrack of their Empire at the laſt, 
And by the Meads were thral'd, ſcorn'd, and difdain'd. 

This was the caule of that great kingdomes fall, 

A King who could not iudge of kinglie treaſures, 

With lofle of {cepter, honour, lifeand all, 

Did buy his baſe delights and ſerwle pleaſures. 
To thatdilaftred Monarchtes decay, 

TlYaſpiring Perſians purpoſe to ſucceede, 

But I intend to croile them by the way, 

And quaile their courage ere that they can ſpeede. 

The Perſia»s once the Lidianstorce muſt proue, 
And, O who knowes but that it is ordain'd 
Atthe Tribunal! of the States aboue, 

That I ſhould raigne where famous Nzze raign'd. 

This all the hoſt of heauen ofttimes foretells, 
Tothis the gods of Greece my mind haue mou'd, 
And he that in th' Ara47an defart dwells, 


By his reſponſe this cnterprite approu'd. 


T he Trazedy of Cre ſus: 

San. Thus till in loue with what we mind to do, 
What we affcct we faireſt ſtill conceaue, 

This feedes our humour whilſt we labour, to 
Seeme full of wit our ſc]ues for to deceaue. 

You flatterſo your ſelte, you can not {pye 
What ſecret danger this defigne doth bcare, 

But whilſt I looke witþpan indifferent eyc 
On your intentions A hind cauſe of feare, 

You vnaduiſelie purpoſe to purſue 
A barbarous people thatare foes to peace, 

Who bur by rapine to their greatnes grew, 
And would for cach light cauſe the warres imbrace. 

No daintiefilks of the Aſf7r1an dye, 

Do deck their bodics to abaſe their mindes, 
But cloath'd with wild beaſts skinnes they do detye 
The force of Phabrus rayes, and Fols windcs. 

They ſ1mplie fteede and are not grieu'd each day, 
With ſtomacks cloyd decocting diucrs meates, 
They tare not as tney would, but as they may, 
Ofiudgement ſound not carried with conceatcs. 

Theſe vycorrupted cuſtomes that they hold, 
Make all thinSs caſte that they feele no paine, 

This cooles the Sommers heate, kils Winters cold, 
This makcs the Rivers dry,the Mountaines plaine. 

Thoſe whoſe ambition pouertie did bound, 
Ofthedelights of Lidia if they taſte 
Will haue in hatred ſtraight their barren ground, 
And inlolentlic all our treaſures waſte. 

To gouerne ſuch although that you prevaile, 
You ſhall but buy vexation with your blood, 

And do yourſelfe and yours, if tortunetaile, 
From a poſletled Soueraigntie feclude. 

Yea, though this raſh deſire your iudgementleades, 

I tor iny part muſt praiſe the gods for you, 
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That hauenot put into the Perſiavs heads, 
To warre againſt the Lidians long crenow. 

Creſ. Theſe flames that burne my breſt muſt once burſt 
Your counfaile for morequiet mindsI leaue, (out, 
And be vou ſtill thought wiſe,foI proue ſtout, 

Ile conuer more,or loſe the thing I haue. 


Cel: 2, 


Et am I forc'd out of afilictions ſtore, 
Yro caſe my mind a few fad words to ſtraine, 
And but vnlode it now to Lode 1 it more, 

I emptic but mine eyes to fill againe. 

My foule muit ſound cuenas my paſſions ſtrike, 
Which now arc tun'd to nothing but milchicte, 
My brca(t and eyes are both accurſtalike, 
Thecabinetof care, the cells of griete. 

O crucil heauen, fierce ſtarre,vnhappie fate, 

' Too foule iniuſtice of the dtuine powres, 
Whoſe high diſdainc wards me with partjall hate., 
The comtort of the world ({ad world) dcuoures, 

Curſt bethe day in whichT firſt was borne, 
When lying toungs afhrm'dI cometo lighr, 

A monſtrous blaſphemic, a mightie ſcorne, 
Since t'iwas to darkenes anda ioy-ſet night, 

O happte ifI then had chanc'd to {mother, 
That the fir{t houre had been thelaſt ro me, 

Then from one graue thaue gone vnto another, 
I (hould havedide to liue,not liu'd to die. 

What profited to me my parents ioyes, 

Thar with ſuch-pomp did ſolemnize my birth, 
WhenlT muſt be the mirrourof annoyes, 
Andall my dayes taſte butone dramme ofmirth * 

Which ſeru'd fornothing but to make me know, 


The 


The T ragedy of Craſus. 


The height of horrour that was to ſucceed, 
I was but raiſd vp high to be brought low, 
That ſhort-liu'd toyes might endleſicanguith breed. 
Thatnothing might for my confuſton lack, 
All my beſt actions but betray'd my (tate, 
My vertues too were guiltie of my wrack, 
And warr'd againſt me banded with my fate. 
For whilſt my Virgin-yeares with praiſe paſt, 
Whici did (al that it did) too much tmport, 
My modelt eye told that my mind was chaſt : 
This gain'd the warrant of the worlds report, 
And Maides muſt haue agreat reſpe&tto fame, 
No greater dowrie then an vnſtain'd name. 
Faire beautics Goddeſle, thou canſtbeare record, 
My offring neucr made thinealtar rich, 
All ſuch la(ciuious fancies Iabhord, 
My free-borne thoughts no follie could bewitch. 
Till happilic (ah ſo itſeen'dto ſome) 
Ah but vahappclic th'cuent hath prou'd : 
All thisand more to At eares did come, 
Who ſtraightway likt,andafter liking lou'd : 
Then to oureares his purpoſe did impart, 
Not lip-fick-loucr-like with words farre ſought, 
His toong was but the agent of his hart, 
Yetcouldnortellthetenth part of his thought. 
And leſthis trauells{hould haue {eem'd to tend 
To breach my honour, worke my fames decay, 
- Hebrought his wiſhes toa laywtull end, 
And by tieffteRt, thaffeQtion did bewray. 
Their 1410 pre{tdent of wedlockes vowe, 
And Hymen with his ſaffron-colour'd cote, 
' Ourloue with ſacred cuſtong did allow, | 
Whilſt th'ominous Owles no ctoſjes did denote. | 
The bleflng that this nuarriage did procure, 
I 2 It 


T he T ragedie of Craſus. 

Tt was too great to haue continu'd long, 

A thing that's vehement can not indure : 
Mar ioycs farre palt th'exprefling of the toong, 

Who eucr did ful {atisfaRtion finde, 

Yet with fatictic were neuer cloy'd, 
Welecem'd two bodics gouernd by one mind, 
Such was the happincs that we entoy'd. 

Helou'd me deerely, I obey'd his w!ll, 
Prowd of my {clte becauſe that I was his, 

A harinonic reniaind betwixt vs (till, 
Each in anothcr plac'd their chicteſt bile. 

This mou'd th'Im morrtalls to a high difdaine; 
That thus two worldlings who of death were heires, 
Should ina paradiſe of joycs remaine, 

Which did exceede, atleaſt did cquall theirs. 
But cniefly 14520 did diſpight it moſt, 

Who through atcaloutic (ti]] tarres with Tone, 

That bodic-priſon'd foules of that could boaſt, 

Which ſhe (although Heauens Queene) had not aboue, 
Thus cuen tor enuy of our rare delights, 

The tatall Sitters by the heauens {ubborn'd, 

Ot my ſouls trealure clold the louely lights, 

By which they thought the carth too much adorn'd. 

O but ncisnot dead,he hucs in me, 

Ah butlT liuvenar, for I didcin him, 
The one withoutrhe other cannot be, 
It death haue ſet his eyes, minemuſt looke dim. 

Since to my ſ1ght that Sunne no more appeer'd, 
t'rom whom my beauties borrowed allthcirrayes, 
Along ccclipſe that neuer ſhall be cleer'd, 

Hath darkned all the points of my ſad dayecs. 

Ay me !TIliue too long, he didetooſoone, 
Thus ſtill the worſt remaine, the beſt depart, 

Ot him who told how this black deede was done. 
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TheT razeaie of Creſus. 
The words like {words ſhall cuer wound my hart. 

Fierce tyrant Death, thatin thy wrath didlt take 
One halte of me, and left an halte behind, 

Take this to thee, orgiue me th other backe, 
Be altogether cruel], orall kind. 

For whilſt T liue, thou canſt not wholy dy, | 
O ! cuenin ſpite of death, yetſtillmy choyce, 
Ott with th'Imaginations loue-quicke eye, 

I thinke I feethee, and I heare thy voyce. 

And to content my languiſhing delire, 

Each thing to eaſe my mind ſome helpe aftords, 
I tancic whilcs thy forme, and then afire, 
Incuery ſound I apprehend thy words. 

Then with ſuch thoughts my memoric to wound, 
I call to mind thy lookes, thy words, thy grace, 
Wherethou did{thaunt, yertT adorethe ground, 
And where thouſtept, O ſacred ſcemes that place! 

*1y ſolitary walks, my widowd bed, 

My driery {1ghs, my ſheets oft bathd with teares, : 

Theſe can record the lite thatT haueled 

Since firſt ſad newes breath'd death into mine earcs, 
Tlive but with deſpairemy ſprite to daſh, 

Thee fr{tT lou'd, with thee all louel leaue; 

For my chaſte flames extinguiſhd in thy ath 

Can kindle now no more bur in thy graue. 

By night I wiſh for day ; by day tor night ; 

Yet wiſh farre more, thatnone of both might bee; 
But moſt ot all, thatbaniſhd from the lighr 
I wereno more, their courles for to ſec, 

Atnigitrevoluing my delpaird eſtate, 

I'g0 to ſumme with (ighs my wonted toyes, 
When inan agonie, agrieu'd conceate 
Doth blot th'unperfet comprt with new annoyes. 


When Slcepethe eldeſt brother of pale Death, 
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The Child of darkeneſſe; and Fatherof reſt, 
In atree priſon hath confinde my breath, 
Thar it may vent, but not with words expreſt. 
Then with my ſprite thou cnter[t tor to ſpeake 
With honyed {peaches to appcaſe my gricte, 
_ Andiny ſad heart that Jabourdtor to breake, 
In this fayn'd comtort finds a while rcliete. 
Yea, it our ſoules remaind vnited fo, 
This late diuorcement would not vexe my mind, 
But when I waken, it augments my woe, 
Whilſt this a dreame, and mea wretch I find. 
O happy , if I had been happy neuer, 
But happier, it my happineſle had laſted: 
Yet had I in this {late chanc'd to perſcuer, 

My dayes had with excefſiue ioyes ſoone waſted. 
Why waſte I thus, whilſt yainely I lament, 
The precious treaſure of that ſwift Poſt Time: 

Alt! pardon me, (deare Loue) torT repent 
My lingringherc, my Fate,and not my crime. 
Since firſt thy body did enrich the Tombe, 
In this {pojld world, my eye no pleaſure ſees, 
And«Mtr, Ati, loe, TI come, I come 
Tobethy Mate, amongſt the Mirtle trees. 


Cuorv s. 


Oe all our time enen from our birth, 
In nought but miſerie exceeds, 

For where we find a moments wirih, 

A Month of mourning ſtill 1 hecebds, 

By all the euills that Nature breeds, 

Which daily do ony fprites appall, 

T Vinfirmities that frailtie fends, 

T he loſs of it, that fortune lends: 


And 


The Trazeaie of Crefus. 
And ſuch diſaiters as oft fall: 
Tet to farre worſe our ſtates are thrall, 
Whi'it wretched man with man contends; 
And excry one his whole force bends, | 
How to procure anothers loſſes; 
But this torments vs most of all, 
T he mind of man, which many a fancae toſſes, 
Doth forge vnto it ſclfe a thouſand croſſes. 


O how the Soule with all her might 
Doth all her heau'nly forces ftrame! 
How to attaine vnto the light 

Of Natures wonders, that remaine 
Hid jrom our eyes, we ſiriuc in vaine 
To ſceke out things that are vnſure: 
In Sciences to ſeeme profound, 

We dine ſo deepe we find no ground, 
And the more knowledge we procure, 
T he more it doth our minds allure, 
of myiteries the depth to ſound: 


T hus our deſires we neuer bound, 


Which by degrees this drawne on fill, 


T he memorie may not in dure: 
But like the tubs that Danaus daughters fill, 
Doth arinke n0 faiter then it's forc'd to ſpull, 


Tet how comes this? and O how can þ. 
Diuine Knowledge the Soules chiefe treaſure 
Occaſion ſuch a croſſe to man? 

T hat ſhould afford him greatet pleaſure: 

O it's becauſe we cannot meaſure 

T he limits that toit belons | 

But for to tempt forbidden things, 


Do ſeare too high with Natures wings: 
Seu 
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T he Travedie of Craſus. 
Still weakeft whi 1ſt we thinke vs flrong, 
T he Heau'ns that thinke we do them wrong, 
T 0 trie what in ſuſpence ſtill hings , 
T his croſſe wpon vs initly brings : 
H 1th knowledze, knowle dre t is confuſde, 
And qgrowes 4  eriefe ere it be long. 
That which a bleſiing ts, being g rightly v[/Ae, 
Doth crow the gre ateft croſſe, when it's abuſe. 


Ah ! what ana:les this anto vs, " 
WW ho in this vaile of woes abide, 
With endleſſe toile to ſiudiethus, 
T olearne the thing that Heau'n won'd hide: F 
And truiting in too blind aguid:, a 
T o ſþte the Planets how they mouc, 
And too tranſercſng common barres 
7 he con#tellation of the ſlarres, 
And all that is decreed abone, 
Whercof as oft thenent doth prone, 
Thintllizence our welfare mares, 
And im our breaſts breeds endleſſe warres, 
1h1lst what our Horoſcopes forctel, 
Our expectations ao diſproue, 

T hoſe apprehend-d Ss. agues proue ſuch a Hell, 

T hat we would wiſh tvnxzow them ill they fell, 


Thi «1s the Pe oſt of great EF ales; 

T hey by a thonſand meanes deniſe 

Tow to forcknow their doubtful Fates, 
And like new Giants ſcale the Shes, 
Heau'ns ſecret ſlore-houſe to ſurpriſe. 

1 hich ſacriligions skill we ſee 

W:th what oreat paywe they appreherd it, 
And then how fooliſhly they ſpendit, 


To 
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T o learne the thing that once muit be: 
Why ſhould we ſeeke our deitinie? 
If it be good, we long attend it, 
If it be euill, none may amend it, 
Sach knowledge further reft exiles, 
T's beſt to abide the Heau'ns decree, 

It's to be feard, thoſe whom this Arte beguiles, 

Do chanze their fate & make their Fortune wheeles, 


Ard loe of late, what hath our King 

By hu prepoit rous trauels gaind, 

In ſearching each particular thing 

$ That Atis Horoſcope containd, 

a But what the Heau'ns had once ordaind, 
He could not by no <0") pong t, 
Ard yet he laboars to find ont 

R T hrouzh all the Oracles about, 

of future things th vnſure euent, 

T his doth his rautng mind torment, 

Now in his age unwiſely ſtout 


To fight with Cyrus,but no doubt 


» T he Heauens are griewd for to heave told 
Long ere the time their hid intent. 
Let Tantalus 6'a terror to thiore-bold -- = 


That dare Toues cloudy ſecrecies wnfold. 


AR. V. Scen, I. 


j Crxavs. HaryraGvs. 


BY e, Letvs triumph o're theſe vnthron'd thralls, 
| Whoſe maymed _ to confuſ1on runnes, 
Who tortcited their glotie by their falles; 
K 


The Trazedie of Craſſus, 
No hand that fights is pure, but that which winnes, 
The rauiſht world that fraught with doubts didſtand, 
To ce the bloody end of this dayes toyle, 
Saw how the Heau'ns plac lightning inmy hand, 
To thunder on allthoſe that ſought my toyle. 
Now therctore letvs farit deuoutly go 
Andloſeour vovves, the gods deteft th'ingrate, 
And who delight tadore their deities (o, 
Do neuer faile r'cſtabl:(h their eſtate. 
Gocload the Altars, ſmokethe ſacred places. 
With Bullocks, Incenſe, Odours of all kinds, 
Though none car-giae the gods that flow 1n graces: 
-A ſweeter Sacrifice then thanketull minds. 
Har. Though all that indenizedin this Vale 
Walke hcre confinde within this fertile Round, 
And are tapeitred with.this azure Pale, 
T'adore the gods by niaany mcanesare bound. 
Yet there are ſomeparticularly,I find, 
Whole names are written tn their deareſt fcrowles., 
Whom extraordinary fauours bind, 
Euen to prefer them totheir very Soules. 
Ot whiclr (Sir) youare one, your deeds declare 
Of you amid{t innumerable broyles, 
Euen trom your cradle they haue had a care, 
And led youlate through all your greateſt royles. 
Though of the dangers of your youth ſee 


- 


 Thethought no more with griefe your mind importunes; 


YetT thinke on who had the hap to be 
An Actor in your Tragick-Comick fortunes. 

Cyr. Theaccidents that in. our Nonage chance, 
Whenas our ycers grow rype,flide outof thought 
Like fabulous dreames that Darknefle doth aduance, 
Andareby Day difdaindas things of noughtr. 

For our Conceptions are not then ſo ſtrong 


ThceTra 7edie of - raſs. 


As for toleaue th'impreſſion long behind, 
Yet mixe ( deareFricnd ) old grietes new Toyes amons, 
And call afflicted Infancy to mind. 

Har. Who would not wonder at thy wondrous Fate, 
Whoſe ruineere thy Birth appeard confpir'd? 
Who vnbegun, feemd to expire that date, 
Which now begun, ſhall neuer be expir'd. 

Your Mother firſt her Syre with cares did ſting, 
While as he dreamd, which yet his ſoule confounds, 
That from her wombe there dida Vine-tree {pring, 
Which did ore-ſhadow all great ©A/raes bounds. 

Then to the Magies ſtrait he gaue in charge, 
To trie what this ſtrange Viſlton did preſage, 
Who hauing ſtudied their darke Art at large, 
Gaue this reſponſe with a prophetick rage. 

That once his Daughter ſhould bring torth a Sonne, 
For glorious Acts exceedingly renownd, 

By whom th'Empire of 4 - 9 ſhould be wonne; 

By whom his Grandfather ſhould be vacrownd. 
This to _Mitzazes a terrour bredde, 

Who labouring to anull the heau'ns decrce, 


» Aduiſdeas beſt his Daughter for to wedde 
T'a powrcleſle ſtranger, but of baſe degree. 
Then of Cambiſerheby chance madechoyce, 


And for his barb'rous Countries cauſe the rather, 
Whom by your birth the Princeſſedid retoyce, 
And further then before affright her Father. 
Thus tyrannieby teeble ſprites begun, 
Doth torce the Parents in deſpaireto fall, 
E174 A daſtard to attempt, prowd hauing wonne, 
by | bs Which being feard of all, doth ſtill feare all. 
And tyrants no ſecunitiecan find, 
For euery ſhadow frights a guiltie mind. 
This Monarch, whom ſcarce Armies could (urpriſc, 
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Whom gallant Guards and ſtately Courts delighted, 
Who triumphd o'reth'Earth, threatned the Skies, 
A Babe ſcarce borne, come of himt{elfe, affrighted. 
And whilſt Lucinathe laſt helpe did make, 
Asif ſome vgly Monſter had been borne, 
A Minotoure, a Centaure or a Snake, 
The worlds terror, and the Mothers {corne. 
The Nephews birth, that would haue ſeemd t'1mpart 
Vnto the Grandfathergreat cauſe of ioyes, 
As if the naked hand hadpierc'd his hart, 
Did windehim in a mazeot ſad annoycs. 
And to preuent a but ſuſpected ſpight, 
By giuing an occaſ1on of iuſt hate, 
He ſoughtby robbing you the new-found Light, 
To make your bitch and buriall of ore date. 
Soone atter this he ſent for me in haſt, 
Whom at that time (andnotin vaine)he lou'd, 
Then ſhewd meall the circumſtances paſt, 
Wherewith his marble mind feemd nothing mou'd: 
Out of the which,as he would let me know, 
All complements of pittie were not blotted, 
He would this {uperficiall fauour ſhow, 
Not with your blood to hauc his owne hands ſpotted, 
* Thus hauing lulld afleepe the conſcience, (till 
The wicked would extenuate their crimes. 
Notknowing thoſe that butalloww of ill, 
Are Actors in effect, guilticall times. 
Yet with his fault he would haue burdend me, 
And willd thatI an Innocent ſhould ſlay, 
I promiſde to performe his raſh decree, 
Well weighing whom, butnot wherein t'obay. 
When I had parted from his Highnefſle face, 
And caried you(then ſwadled) with metoo, 


Through th'apprehended horror of my caſe, 
Od 
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T he Tragedie of Craſus. 
I ſtood perplex'd and wiſt not what to do. 

Neceſflitie tooke place, I waild with teares 
Th'vntimely funeralls as I thought) of you, 

My ſoule confounded with a ſwarme of teares, 
Did with ſad ſighes my meſlage diſallow. 

Yetthim Iſend aſeruant of mine owne, 

Who for the time was Heard{-man to the King, 
To whom I madeall my commiſſion knowne, 
But as direct to him ſhew'd cuery thing. 

Deliuering you with an vnwilling breath, 
Then with amantleof pure goldarray'd, 

I threatned him with many a cruclideath, 
If that your death were any way delay'd. 

Straight for to execute th'intended doome, 
He from my ſight did all aſtonith'd go : 

Too greata charge for ſuch a {imple groome, 
The ſhew of Mateſtie amaz'd him o. 

O what a wonder is't for to behold, 
Th'vnfailing prouidence of powrefull 7oxe, 
Whoſe brazen edicts can notbe controld, 
Firmeare the ſtatutes of the ſtates aboue. 

That mortall whom th'Immortalls fauour ſhields, 
No worldlic force is able to confound, 

He may ſecurely walke through dangers fields, 
Times and occaſions are t'attend him bound. 

For loe before the Herd{-man was come home, 
His wife of a dead burden was deliuered, 

Who wondred fo to ſee her Husband come, 
That with a ſecret terrour faintlic ſhiuered. 

She ſtraight grew curious for to know the forme 
How he a Babe ſo beawtifull obtaind, | 
Who did her ſuddainly of all intorme, 

And to what crueltic he was conſtraind. 

She quickly then th'occaſion to imbrace, 
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The Trazcdie of Craſus. 
Nodoubt inſpird by ſome celeſtiall powre, 
Prayd him texpoſe her dead child in your place, 
Yet where no bcalts repair'd him to deuoure : 
Ho Soſhall we haue (faith ſhe) a double gaine, 
Our oft-{pring ſhall receiue a ſtately tombe, 
And wea princely infant, to remaine 
Still nurſt with vs as th'iſue of my wombe. 
The Hugband likte ſo well his Wiucs intent, 
That ali what ſhe attc&ted he eftecd, 
And ſooneI had one of my houſhold ſent, 
To try it all were doneas t'was directed : 
He ſccing the babe dead, dead in that weed, 
Y With that rich funeral! furniture about him, 
Told what the fellow told, and I indeed 
Repoſd on his report, tor who could doubt him 2 
In end, Time poſting with houre-teth'red wings, 
Had giuen you ſtrength with others of your yeeres, 
You paſt the time, not nephews vnto Kings, 
But for that time admitted for your pceres, 
They faile, call Fortune blind, ſhe ſight bewrayd, 
And your authoritie by lot inlarg'd, 
In paſturall ſports who ſbll the ſcepter ſwayd, 
Andas but borne for that, thatbeſt diſcharg'd. ( 


Then with the other children as it chanc'd, 
A noble man of Mcdeas lonne remaind, 
Who ſwolne with cnuy to ſee you aduanc'd, 
Your childith charge with ſcornetull words diſdaind. 
You ſpigntingatthat proud attempt ofhis, 
Did puniſh him as it becamea Prince : 
I doudtnow (Sir) it that you thinke on this, 
The reſt of raſhnes did your deed convince. 
Cyr. More mightic matters now to mule vpon, 
My memorie with the remembrance cloy, 
That thoſeareall torgor, and yet tell on, 


For 
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T he T razedie of Crafus. 
ForT delight to heare this childiſh toy. 

Harpa. The father of the child inform'd the King 

How ſuch a baſe-borne boy abuſd his ſonne, 
And caufd an Eſquire ſtraightway you to bring, 
To ſuffer for the fault that you had done. 

And when the King aceuſd you in his ſight, 
As the preſumptuous brat of a baſe clowne, 
You boldlic did maintaine that you had right 
To ſcourge one that rebeld againſt your crowne. 

The King aſtoniſh'd at thimpertous words 
Of one ſo magnanimous, and ſo yong, 

Doth pawſe awhile, and ſtraightway he records, 
That you were you, and I had done him wrong. 

The tortour to the Net-heard was preſented, 
Who ſoone for feare confeſt (O ſuddaine change) 
The King as {cem'dexceedinglie contented, 

Sent one tor me to heare the tidings ([trange. 

Andas he had good caule,in (hew delighted, 
Did foraſolemne Sacrifice prepare, 

And me as his moſt ſpcciall gueſt inuited, 
Who with my ſonne did ſtraight to Court cepaire. 

When light was baniſl'd by nights ſhaddowie fable, 
The candles by his forfaittaking place, 

They ſeru'd me with my ſonnes fleſhat the table, 
Then did vpbraid me with his bloodlefle face. 

Whatanguiſh,or what rage ore-flow'd my ſoule, 
A louing father may imagin beſt, 

Yetatthat time I did my rage controule, 
But laid itvp for cuerin my breſt, 

Cyr. Some of the wiſe men then IT heard remain'd, 
Who front their former ſentence did recoyle, 
Saying, nodanger was finceT had raignd, 

And !o diſmiſt me for my natiue ſoyle: 


Where when I had my vnripe ſeaſon ſpent, 
Your 
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The Trazcdie of Craſus. 
Your Letter came to giue my fire new fuell, 
 Andtold how many of the Medes were bent, 
« T'abandon their owne Lord that prou'd ſo cruel! : 

And wiſh'd ifto that Sceprer I afpir'd, 

That I ſhould moue the Perſ{ans to rebell, 
Which did ſucceed cuen as my ſoule detird, 
For they di{dain'd in ſeruitude to dwell. 

I plac'd my gallant troupes in warlike ordour, 
Andletft rh'occa(ion ſhould haue{lipt away, 
March'd with my armie to my enemyes bordour, 
Whereas you had the condudt for that day. 

 Harpa. Lo how thoſe wretches that the heau'ns would 
Are ſpoild of indgement : that proud Tirant offred (wrack 
The charge to me not thinking I would take 
A high reuenge tor ttiniuric I ſuffred, 

Which was ſo deepelie rooted in my hart, 

My countryes thraldome, and mine owne diſgrace, 
Andall the horrours that death could impart, 
Scemd nought to me {o my diſdaine tooke place. 

Cyr. T'is dangerous truſting one that's wrong'd we ſee, 

luſt rancour vareueng'd can neuer die. 

Harpa. That was the firſt beginning of your glorie, 
Which ſince hath been augmented by degrees, 
And whichby time may breed {o braue a ſtoric, 

As may be pretious inall Princes eyes. 

Cyr. Behold how Craſ# with his riches blinded, 
Durſt come encounter with my warlike bands, 
Andthrough along proſperitic high-minded, 

Was notaffrayd to tall before my hands. 

But heand his confederates haue ſeene, 
How Victorie doth (till my troupes attend, 
And Perſ1z mult be once all Aſ7acs Queene, 
Or we ſhall warre vnto the worlds'end. 

NOW Craf451s ore-come rich Sarde taken, 


And 


wg 


T he Tragedy of Cre ſus. 
And Lidia fraught with oold is made our ſpoyle, 
Th'Zziptians haue th'ynproſp'rous league torſaken, 
This is the happie end of all our toyle. 
But ah one ſowre vnſeaſons all my ſweetes, 
Braue Abradatrs my brother in armes, 
Whoſe praiſe through all the peopled circuit flectes, 
Andwith his loue each generous courage warmes. 
Whil{t but ouer-bold for to be backt ſo badlic, 
Th'Zz:ptian Chariors deſperatlic he charg'd: 
There with euill-tortun'd valour fighting madlie, 
His ſoule out of th'earths priſon was enlargd. 
Harpa. No doubt that dame this trouble hardlie beares, 
Who only ſcem'd forhim raccount of lite: 
I heard him whilſt ſhe bath'd his Coach with tcares, 
Wiſh to proue worthie of fo rare a wife. 
When their farewell was ſeal'd, laſt ſpeaches ſpent, 
She kiſt the Coach that did containe her truſt, 
And with cycs big with pearle gaz'd where he went, 
Still till her ſight was choak'd with cloudes of duſt. 
Cyr. Theare you haue not heard how his death prou'd 
The black beginning ofa bloudie ſcene, 
His wife Panthca at the firſt not mou'd, 
Seem'd asſhe had ſome marble image beene. 
The bodie that had oft her fancies fir'd 
She cauſd bearc out of fight, ſtill deere, though dead, 
But being to Patolws banks retir'd, 
She in her boſomedid entombe his head. 


And then from rage ſhe did ſomereſpit borrow, 


For ſorrow by degrees a paſlage ſeckes, 


Vapouring forth ſighes that madeacloudeof ſorrow, 


A tempeſt then of teares rain'd downe her checkes. 
And whilither eye the wonted obie@ miſſes, 
She many alanguiſhing looke doth caſt, 


And on the {cnleleflelips (till Iauiſh'd kiſles, 
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 Asaffectionedlic as in times paſt. 

I poaſted thither for to haue relecu'd 
This Ladie ofa portion of her woes, 

Heauen beare me witnes I was greatlic grieu'd, 
Who would, to laue one friend, ſpare hoſts of foes. 

She fix{t atpace me paſltonatlic eyde, 

Then with theſe words her lips did flowlie moue, 
My husband loe hath valourouſlie dyde, 
Well worthic of your friend{hip, and my loue. 

When I had all the lowres of comfort vide, 
Thatalad ſoule o'recharg'd with griefe could ihow, 
I went away with words that were confuſde, 

And {carcely could my laſt farewell forth throw. 

I was not well departed from her face, 

When as ſhe char'gd the Eunuchs out of fight, 
Thenpray'd hernurlſe to burie in one place 
Herand her Lord,as they deſeru'd of right. 

Then looking on his. corps ſhe drewa {word, 
And eucnas it her ſoule had flowne in him, 
Sheſtabd her ſeltc, then falling on her Lord, 

Her beauties blubbered ſtarres were waxing dim. 

The faithtull Eunuchs for their Sou'raigne ſorie, 
And {corning to ſuruiue ſo rare a date, 

In emulation of their miſtreſle gloric, 
 Dideviolendlic partners of her fate. 

O ſweet Panther rich inrareſt parts ! 

I muſt admire thy ghoſt though thou be gone, 
Who mughtſt haue madeamonarchie of harts, 
Yet lothd vnlawfull loues, and lou'd but one. 

O wondrous wonders, wonders wondrous rare 
A woman conſtant,ſucha beautie chaſte, 

So pureamind ioyn'd with a face lo faire, 
Beautic and Vertue in one perſon placde! 
Both were well match'd as any could deuile, 


Whole 


ThcTragedie of Crafus 


Whoſe vndiuided end thcir choyce alowes, 
He valorous, ſhe vertuous, both wile, 
She worthie ſucha mate,he itch a ſpouſe. 

And Harpazzs, leſtthat it ſhould be thought, 
The memorie of vertuous minds may dye, 
Cauſe build aſtately tombe with ſtatues wrought, 
Where their dead bodies may reſpected lye. 

Hay. T'le raiſe a Piramide of Cr2/#s ſpoyles, 
Whereall their famous parts ſhall be compriſde, 
But how tinſiſt in theſe tumultuous broyles, . 
T'is beft now (Sir) that you were well aduiſde. | 

Your aduerfarie doth attend your will, 

This hautie citie humbled hath her creſt, 
And therefore go to pardon, orto kill, 
To faue, or ſack, cuenas you ſhallthinke beſt, 

Cyr. As for old Creſus lam cl{c reſolu'd, 

He with ſome captiues which T keep in ſtore, 
Shall haue their bodies by the fire difſolu'd, 
As offrands to the Gods that I adore. 
This citie ſhall my ſouldicrs paines defray, 
Sinceby their force it hath been brought to bow, 
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: I yecld it vnto them as their 1uſt pray, 
Who taſte the ſweetnes of theirtraucls nov. 
Ofother things weſhall ſo well diſpoſe, 


That our renowne ore all the world ſhall ſhine, 
Till Cyr 5 name b'aterrour toall thoſe, 
That dareagainſthis Sou'raigntie repine, 
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Nvnrivs. Cruorvs. 


H to what part ſhall I my ſteps addrefle, 
The burden of baſe bondage to efchue ? 

Lo, deiolation, ruine, and diſtreſle, 

With horrour doth my nattue home purſue. 

And now poore countrey take my laſt farewell, 

Farewcll ail ioy,all comfort,all delight : 

Chor. What heauie tidings haſt thou for to tell, 

That tear'ſt thy garments thus, tell thy fad plight 2 
Naw, I tell the wrack of vs, and all thatliue 

Within the circuit of this wretched ſoyle. 

Cho. A hideousſhout we heard the Citiegiue, 

Is't in th'enemics hands, is't made his ſpoyle 2 Ckild ? 
Nun. It's made his ſpoyle. Cho. And is our Sou'raigne 
Nun. No, but yet neercly ſcapt doth line in danger. 
Cho. Then letourcares be with diſaſters fild, 

And muſt we beare the yoke of that prowd ſtranger? 
Nu. You know how Creſusat th'aduantage lay, 

Still ſecking meanes tabate the Perſzans pride, 

And his confederates had afſign'da day 

When they ſhould forth'tntended warre prouide. 

But Cyrus hautng heard how that they ſhould 

Againſthis ſtate ſo greatanarmie bring, 

Straight raiſing all the forces that he could, 

Preuents, inuades, o'recomes 2nd takes our King. 
Chor. This ſhewsa Captaine both expert and braue, 

Firſt well raduile, then t'exccute with ſpeede : 

Nocircumſtance (friend) vnrelated leauc, 

Which with our Kings did our confiifton breed. 

N:n, When Craſusſaw that Cyrizs came ſo fſoone, 

He ſtood awhile v-ith adiſtracted minde, 
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Yet what time would permit, lefttnought vndone, 
But inade his Muſters,march'd his Foe to find. 
Ourſtatcly Troupes that gliſterd all with gold, 
And with vmbragious Feathers fann'd the ayre, 
They with vnwarie infolence growne bold, 
More how to triumph, then to orecome, tooke care. 
The L:4/a» Horſemenare of great account, 
And are for valour through the world renownd, 
Them Cyrus chiefly labourd to ſurmount, 
And this deuiſe for that effect was found. 
Vntruſſing all their baggage by the way, 
Of the disburthen'd Camels cach did beare 
A grim-fac'd Groome, who did himfelte array 
Euen as the Perſiay Horſemen vſe to weare. 
To them th'Infanterie did follow next, 
A ſolide Squadron like a braſfen wall, 
But thoſe in whom all confidence was fixt, 
The braue Cauallerie camelaſt of all. 
Then Cyr by theraynes his Courler tooke, 
And being mounted, holding out his handes, 
With an aſſuredand Imperious looke 
Went breathing valour through th'vnconquer'd bandes. 
He willd all them that at Deaths game ſhould ſtriue, 
To ſpare none of their foes in any forme, 
But as for Creſ#s, to take him aliue, 
And keepe him captiue for a greater ſtorme. 
Where famous Helhzs doth to Hermus poſte 
In his broad waues rentombe his ſtrength and name, 
Our Armie ran againſta greater Hoſte 
Tenrichit likewite with our forceand fame. 
| Our Troupesa time with equall valour ſtood, 
Till giuing place, atlength we tooke the chace, 
Whileas the Riuer ranne to hide our blood, 
But ſtill his borders bluſht at our diſprace. 
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Vor ſo ſoone asthe Camels once were come, 

Our Horſes loathing to indure their {1ghr, 
Ranneraging backe againe, and of them ſome 
Diſordring rancks, put many to the flight, 

Yet others that were of more mar tall nindes, 
Perceiu'd the Stiatagem that did deride them, 
Andlighting on ther ter, like mighty windes, 

"Bare downe before them allthat durſfabidethern. 

There, whilſtthe world prooud prodigall of breath, 
The hcadleſſe troncks lay proſtrated in heapes, | 
This field of tuncralls, proper vnto death, 

Did paintout Horror in moſt hideous ſhapes 

Tnerce men vnhor{ſde, horſes vamaſtred,ftraycd, 
Somecalld on them whom they moſt dearely tendred, 
Someragde, ſome groand, ſome figh'd,roard,wepr & prayd, 
Figh ring, fainting, falling,deſp' rate, mymde, rendred. 

Thoſe that elcapt, like beaſts vntoa Den, 

Filed to a Fortrefle, which true valour drownes, 
Wulesarctor women, and the fields for men, 
For Townes cannot keepe men, but menkeepe Townes, 

And we were ſcarcely entred atthe Portes, 

\Whenas the enemics did the Towne incloſe, 
And rearing many artificial Fortes, 
Tothe Detenders did huge paines impoſe. | 

There all themilitary {lights werere found, 

Which atthelike encounters had preuaild, 
Both for to vie thaduantage of the ground, 


Ortor tohelpe with Arte where Nature faild. 
Thcy euer compaſſing our Trench about, 
Still v; h cre the Walls were weakeſt, madea breach, 
Which bcingſtraight repaird, we threw tooles out, 
Andkilld all thoſethat came within our reach, 
Thereali the bolts of death edgde by difdaine, 
Tnatimany curious Wits inclindet to1ll, 
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Helpt by t'occafion, and the hope ot gaine, 
Had powre tinucnt, were put in practiſe ſtill, 
Yet as we ſce, it oft times hath occurrde, 
Where we ſuſpected leaſt, we were {urpriide, 
Whillt fortuncand the fates in one concurrde 
To have our ruinein their rolles compriſde. 
Theſide of Sard:s that was leaſt regarded, 
Which lyes twards T molzs, and was thought moſt ſure, 
Through this preſumption, whilſt was weakely guarded, 
Tirorethrow of all Zzda did procure. 
As one of ours ( vnhappily it chanc'd) 
T'o're-take his helmet that had ſcapt his hand, 
Along(t that ſteepy part his ſteps aduanc'd 
And was returning backevnto his Band: 
He was well markt by one that haqnotſpard 
No kind of danger forto make vs thrallcs, 
For Cyr had propoſde a great reward 
Toany one that firſt could {cale our walles. 
And this companion ſeeing withour ſtay, 
One in his ſ1ght that craggie paſſage clim, 
_ Straight followdon his footſteps all the way, 
And many a thouſand followd after him. 
By whom all thoſe that durſt reſiſt were killd, 
The reſt were forc'd.,and knew not whereto flee: 
For cuery ſtreet was with confuſton filld, 
There was no corner from ſome miſchiete free. 
O whata piteous clamour did ariſe, 
Of rauiſht vireins, and of widowd wiues! 
Who pterc'd the heau'ns with lamentable cries, 
And hauing loſt all comfort, loathd their liues, \ 
Whilſt thoſe prowd Vitors did infiſt thaue ſtaind 
Themlſelues with all the wrongs that ſuch like vſe, 
They by a charge from Cyr were reſtraind, 
And durſtno more their captiues thus abuſe, 
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Chor. No doubtbut deſolation then abounded, 
Whilit with diſdaine the Conqu'rors boſom boylde, 
Some with the word, ſome with diſgrace confounded, 

Sacred Temples, priuate houles, all Were ſpoyldc. 
| Nonecanimagine greater milcrie 

Then all the ſuffrings of acaptiu'd Citie. 

But whillt this famous "Citie was diſtreſſed, 

_ could become of the hard-tortun'd King? 
Nun. He (ceing th'enemic of iis State olſetled, 

And that confuhon ſeazde on cuery thing, 

Stood firſt amazd, {carle truſting his ow neſt [1ght, 
His tormer tortune had him ſo tran{ported, 
Yetit is hard tor to deny thelight, 

He ſaw a ſtranger thathis wealth extorted. 

An4 when that he had dec pely apprehended 
Th'vabounded horrors that oreflow'd his foule, 
As one whoſe Toyes had long before been ended, 
Hecould no more theſignes of oriefe controule, 

But burſtingout in bitterſ ſighs and teares, 
Plungde in the dcepelt depth of blacke deſpaire, 

T hrough ore great feare, leauing all kind of teares, 
Did of his ſafetie take no further care, 
And NEUCT WW iſht he ſofora long lite, 
But he ore-wilht it, wiſhine for death now, 
Still lecking dangerin the bounds of ſtrite, 
Prouiding thathe dyde,he car'd not how. 
Whilſt thus he foſtred turies in his breaſt, 
A certaine{ouldierby the way him meetes, 
| Asinfolentasanyof thereſt, 
That drunke with blood, ran raging through the ſtreetes: 
And ſeeking butan obicctto < ire, 
He madeto lum, and he tohimaegaine, 
I wornot which of them did moſt deſire, 
Tlrone tor to tlay, or tizother to be flaine. 
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Andclogd him handand foot at that ſame howre, 
As one that was deltgn'd for grieuous paines. 

Then cauſe 1n haſte a pile of wood to make, 
Andin the myjd(t where all men mighteſpy him, 
Cauſdebindrhe captiu'd King vnto a ſtake, 

With tourtcenc others of the Zydiars by him. 

There, as th'oblation for his Vidorie, 

With ſacred flames thcir bodics to combure, 
Although 7eve hates prepoſtrous pictie, 
And doth dclizhtin offrings that are pure. 

Now vwhillt the ftres were kindling round about, 
As onethat to ſome powretull god had vowd, 
Witheyes bent vp, and with his hands ſtretcht out, 
O Solop, Solon, Craſus cride alowd. 

Some hearing him to viter ſuch a voyce, 

And lecing Cyrs curious tor toknow, 
Now of what Dcitie dying he made choyce, 
Did pray him liberally his mind to ſhow. 
Heanſwered , vpon one in wit profound 
Hecalld, with whom hewithrt, if itmightbe, 
_ Thatall the Rulers of th'intertor round 
Had had ſome conference as well as he. 
For he had told him whiiſt his fortune laſted, 
As one expert in good aduiſcs giuing, 
That all his fowres of blifle might ſoone be blaſted, 
And could notbe accompliſht he being living. 

Thenheproceeded forto ſhewat length 
The Dialogue twixt Solox and twixthim, 

Who prayd him notto truſt in worldly ſtrength, 
By which ynto true bliſſe no man could clim. 

This fpeech mou'd Cyxs deepely,for to ponder 
The great vncertaintie of worldly things, 

As thinking that himſelfe might be brought vnder, 
Who bad no priuiledgemore then other Kings, 
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Then hauing ſuch a paterne plac before him, 
Whoſe farre-changd fortune throughly was revolu'd, 
He freely did his ibertie reſtore him, 
And willd him from the fire to be abſolu'd. 

O now Dcuotion!well appecard thy force, 
Which bindes the earth and opens vp to Heauen, 
In the celeſtiall breaſts a deepe remorſe 
Was ſtrangely wrought whilſt Creſ#s prayd; for cuen 

Whilcas the flaſhing flames, ig vaine to quench, 
All men did labour, but could dono good, 

The cloudes were opend and aſhowre did drench 
The firie aſhes of theflaming wood. 

Now whilſt that Cr@ſ5 comming from the fire, 

Saw ruthles ſoulders ſacking all the Cite, 
To ſauce theſame hehada greatdelire, 
And ſpake to Cyr melting all in pitie. 

Great Prince, for famous Victories renownd, 
Who doſt inarmesall others ſo ſurmount, 
That it contents me much tobe vncrownd 
By one ſo worthie,and in ſuch account: 

And ſince Iam conſtraind your thrall to be, 
I muſt conforme my ſelte vnto my fate, 
And cannot hold my pace whereas I ſce 
Oughtto preiudgethegreatnes of your State, 

Whichah ! is wounded now with your owne pores, 
Whil{ this rich Cities ſackt and o'rethrowne, 

It 15not mine no more, no, 1t 15 yours, 
And therefore (Sir) haue piticof your owne. 

Yea, though the loſſe of ſuch a populous Towne, 
That's rich, that's yours, your mind could nothing moue, 
Yet thinke of this that doth import your Crowne; 

A piece of policie which time will proue, 

The barb'cous Perſzans borne with ſtubborne mindes, 
Who but tor pouernie firſt followd you, 
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Their matcniile worth in armes all £Aſza findes, 
Their feare is fall'n vpon all Nations novy. 

Bur if you ſufferthem in ſuch a fort 
Tenrich themlclucs with plenteous Lzdraes (| poile, 
Not able then their Conqueſt to ſupport, 

The Victor of the vanquiſht gets the folle, 

For this will make them wealthie out of meaſure: 
Wealth to contuiton many a Countrie leades; 
Whilittecbled with deligats, in-vilde with plcature, 
No thought of honour harbours in their heads. 

Then Cyr {trait approuing what he ſpake, 
His ſouldicrs from their pillage were reſtraind, 
Pretending firſt thetenth part tor to take, 
As arich oftring forthe Gods ordaind, 

Of ourdiſtreſſe, this is the ruthfull Rtorie: 
A ſtranger is poſlcit of this Prouince; 
Our King hath with the loſſe of allhis glorie 
Bought breath a while, a poore thing for a Prince. 

Chor. O wotull people ! O vnhappy King ! 
Ourioves are ſpoyld, his happinefle expyrde, 
Andnonew chance can any comfort bring 
To cithernow,whotle tall the Fates conſpyrde. 

Goe wotull meſſenger,hold on thy courſe, 
For to hancheard too much, it yrks our earcs, 
\We cuer mult dewaile thy {2d dicourle, 
Accented with{:ghs, and poynted withteares, 
Exennt. 


CrX/ns, 


V Hat needs me more of my miſhap to pauſe? 
Though TI hauetaſted of afflitions cup, 
Yetit may be, thegods fora good cauſe 
Hauccaſtme downe to raiſe a thouland yp. 
Ang 


The Traveate of Creſus. 
And ncuer lcta Monarch attcr me, 
Truſt in betraying titles glorious bates, 
Who with ſuch borrow'd feathers ra(h1lie flee, 
Fall melted with the wrath of greater ſtates. 

O had this pretious wit enrich'd my mind, 
Which by experience I haue dearely bought, 
Whilſt forturie was within my court contind, 
And that I could notthinke a bitter thought. 

Then ſatishde with Soucraignrics carſt prou'd, 
I had diſdain'd new dangersto imbrace, 

And cloath'd with maicſtie, admir'd and lou'd, 

Had liu'd with pleaſure, and had dide in peace. 
Yet it is wondertullin any ſtate, 

To ſcea worldling proſper, and not prowd; 

Put chieflie we whoſe tortunes grow ſo great, 

It's hard forvs to haue our high thoughts bowd. 

What could the world ard, or man affect, 
Which did not glad my ſoule whilſt I was fuch 7 
Who now am paſt the compaſle ot reipect, 
Plagu'd with proſperitie, clog'd with too muct. 

Long luld aſleep with ſcornetull fortunes lyes, 
A flaue to pleaſure, drown'd in baſe delights, 

I madea coucnant with my wandring eycs, 
T haue entertain'd them ſtill with pleafant ſf1ghts. 

I held not from my heartnoneof her wiſhes, 
But wallowing in vaine-glorie this worlds toy, 
Still ſeru'd with daintie, but ſuſpitious diſhes, 
My {oule was ſick with pleaſure, faint for toy. 

There wanted nothing that might help to caſeme; 
All did diuine my will, aymeat my thowght, 
And ſtriue to do that which they trow'd would pleaſe me, 
Which if I but allowd, no more was ſought. 

What cuer comeot me was held of waight, 
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My words were ballanc'd and my lookes were marked, 
Thoſe whom I grac'd were had in honour ſtraight, 
All ſpeeches in my praiſes were imbarked. 
Tin magnithicence exceld all Kings, 
Whillt drowſicin ſecuritic I flumbred, 
My coffers {till were tull of pretious things, 
My treaſure infinite could not be numbred. 
I reard rare buildings all emboſt with gold, 
Made ponds for fiſhes, torreſts for wild beaſts, 
An: with tranſported tancics vncontrold, 
Ott ſpent the day in ſport,the night in feaſts. 
Iſcem'd r'v{urp the pore that carſt was 7oves, 
And of theElements the courſe would change, | 
For ſtatcly fountaines,artificiallgroues, | 
Theſe were ſo common, they were not thought ſtrange 
With me (what more could any Monatch crauc) 
In all the parts of pomp none could compare, 
My minions gallant,my counſcllours graue, 
My guards were ſtrong,my concubines were faire : 
___ Yeerenmy ſtate was caſt vpon this thelfe, 
[ wanted nought thatcould with ſeeming merites 
Breed wonder in the world, pride in ones elte, 
For to puffe vp the fleſh and {poile the ſpirits. 
Thus prefling with delight the grapes of pleaſure, 
I quattt with Fortune {till ſenſe-pleaſing VINES, 
Tilldrunke with wealth, and riotous out of mcaſure, 
I card not to couſumeall T m9/z44 mines. 
Then wearieto be well, and tird ot ref, 
T'engender diſcord I th occaſion ſought, 
Yet for to cloake th'amibition of my breſt, 
E Did with deuotion long diſguiſe my thought. 
I ſend of all the Oracles to inquire, 
Vhat was to comeof this intended warre, 


Who 
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Who faid as ſeem'd to ſecond my detire, 
That Ia mightie Monarchie ſhould marre. 

Thoſe doubtfull words I wreſting to my will, 

In hope texpugne th'imperious Perſians powres, 
Did ruine quite whilſtall ſucceeded 11L 
What many a age had conquer'd in teiv howres. 

Andthis moſt wondrous is,becaule molt ſtrange, 
I who dildain'd an equall of before, 

(What cannot Fortune do, being bent to change) 
Muſt a Superior now ſcrue, and adore? 

What eye not fraught with ſcorne my ſtate ſurueyes? 
Whom Fartes haue forc'd forto o're-line my thame, 
Andin mine enemies danger for ſome dayes, 

But borrowd with the intreſt of my fame. 

Though this {weetgale of litepbeſtowing windes,, 
Would ſeeme a fauour(lo it ſcemes to ſome, 

Who by thebaſeneſſe of their muddie mindes, 
Shew of th'ignoble inultitude they come) 

I ſcornevnlike my ſclfe for to be ſcene, 
Though to my comfort this appeard to tend, 
As if that all misfortunes paſt had beene, 

A Tragicke entrie to a Comicke end. 

Ot all that plague my ſtate the greateſt peft 
Itis baſe life, that faints from thearth to ſeuer. 
And hath in onevnitedall thereſt, 
Tomakemediecach day, and-yetdie neuer. 

Lite in my breaſtno conifort can infule, 
Anenemies gift could neuer come for good, 

It but giues ume of miſerie to mule, 
And bathe my ſorrowes ina bitter flood. 

Ah ! had'my breath euaniſh'd with my bliſſe, 
Andcloſde the windowes that giue light tolife,. 

[ had not apprehendedas itis 
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The height of my miſhaps thatnow are rife : 
Whilſt with a thouſand fighes I call to mind, 

The death of Ars and minc owne decay, 

My ſprite in ſuch perplexitieI find, 

That to lives pailageI would fainc make way. 
But {1nceI fee referu'd tor further ſpight, 

[ with ſad thoughts muſt burden yet my foule, 

My memorte ta melancholious ſpright, 

Ot all my troubles ſhall preſent a ſcroule. 
Ot which while as th'account I go to caft, 

Th'enormuties {till numbring of my fate, 

Le whiles looke back vpon my plcalures paſt, 

And by them ballance my (now) hapleſle ſtate. 


Cuorvs. 


S't not a wonacr for to ſee 

How by experience each man reeds, 
In prattiz'd volumes pen'd by deeds, 
Th'inconitant courſes that theye bee, 
Yet whilſt our ſelues continue free, 

Ve ponder oft, but not 4p9, 

* Thatpretiousogle, which we might buy 
Beſt with the price of others paines, 
Which as what nonzht to vs pertainies, 
To vſe we will not cond ſcend : 

As if we micht the Fates acfye, 
FVhile as vntouch'd onr ſtate remarnes : 

But ſoone the heau'ns a change may ſend, 


No perfect uliſſe before the end. 


hen firſt we fill with fraitfull ſeede, 


The apt-conceauine womb of th'earth, 
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And ſeeme texpell all feare of acarth, 
With the increaſe that it may breeac, 
Tet dangers do our hopes exceed, 
T he frozts may firſt with cold confound 
T he tender greens that det the ground, 
Whoſe wrath thoneh th' Aprils ſmiles aſſwage, 
It hath tabide th' Eolian raze, 
Which t'orepaſſe whilſt we attend, 
T*haue Ceres wanarins treſſes bound, 
T he raincs let ſrom their cloudte cage, 
May ſpoyle what we expect to ſpend, 
No perfect bliſſe before the end. 


Lowhilſt the Vine-tree great with grapes 

With nettard liquor ſtrines to kiſſe 

T himbracing Elme not lou'd amiſſe - 

T hoſe cluiters looſe their comely ſhapes, 

Whilſt by the thunder burnd in heapes, 

All Bacchus _— fall downe and periſh : 

T hus many a thing doth fairely flouriſh, 

T hat no perfection can attaine, 

And yet we worldlings are ſo vaine, . 

T hat onr conceats we highlie bend, 

If fortune but our ſþring-time cherriſh, 

T hough we haxe ſtormes for to faſtaine, 
Ere to the harueſ} our yeeres aſcend, 


No perfect bliſſe before the end. 


By all that in this world haue place, 

T here is a courſe that muſt be runne, 

And let none 1udze himſelfet haue wonne, 

T ill he hae finiſh d firſt his race, 

T he forreſts throwzh the which we trace, 
N Breed 
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Breed rauenons beats that do abhoxre 4's, 
4 Audtlyeinwait for to deuoure vs, 
Whilſi erambles do our ſteps beguile, | 
T he feare of which tho#gh we exile, 


TOTS 
And to our marke with oladnes tend, 


7 hen balles of cold are laid before Vs, 

T 0 entcrtaine our thonghtes a while, 
And our goed meanins to ſuſpend, 
No perfect bliſſe before the end. 


Behold how Croefus long hath liu'd, 
£ Throughout this (pations world admir'd, 
And hauirs all that he deſir d 
A thouſand meanes of toy contria'd, 
Tet now 1s ſuddenly depriu'd 
of all that wealth, and ſtrangely falles ; 
For ewery thing his fþrite appalles, 
His Sonnes deceaſe, his Countries loſſe; 
({ And his owne State which huge ſtormes toſſe: 
T hus he, who cou'd not apprehend, 
Whjt as he ſlept tn marble walles, q 
No, nor imazine any croſſe, 
T 0 beare all thoſe, his breaſt mu lend: 
Ns perfec7 bliſe before the end. 


CAndwe the Lydians that deſign'd 

T 0 ratgne oner all that were avout vs, 
Behold how Fortune too doth fiowt vs, 

And hath vs witerly reſren'd: \| 

For we that had tour ſelues aſign'd : 

A cHMonarchie, but knew not how, 

Yet thourht to make the wortd to bow, 


T hat at onr forces flood afraid ; 


The Traveadre of Cra(us, | 
We, we, by whom theſe plots were laid, 
T 0 thinke of bondaze muit deſcend, 
And beare the yoke of others tow , 
O it is truth, that Solon ſaid, 
While as he yet doth breath extend, 
No man ts bleit, behold the end. 


FINES. W. A. 
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